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HE Eytro of this 
cumbent on him to give ſome reaſons for lay. 
his Collection before the Public, at a time when 
e deer this nature ve fo yy few of 
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Books, ancient and 


3 9 
fore j "thit a Collettion of Toaſts, 
and Hob-Nobs, ſuited to all taſtes. and fit for 


Ar the brow of the hill a fair ſhepherdefs dwelt 
As. round the elm the namour'd vine . 
" py fone of 
Nell fat underneath her cow 

-. As thro” the green meadow I chanced to paſs 
_ Attend all ye ſhepherds and nympbs to my lay 
As now my bloom comes on apace 

Auld Rob Morris lives down in you glen 

An old woman clothed in grey 

- Awake, my love, with genial ray 
As walking Forth to view the plain 


Alas! when charming Sylvia's gone 
-. Amidft a rofy bank of flow'rs 
At noontide, as Colin and Sylvia lay 
9 — — other day 
term full as long as the fiege of old Troy 
amie Gay gang' d blyth his way | 


„ rr. . 
RIC 12333 
1 Aer the mountain's graſſy fide 


As I was a walking ae May morning 
And now to be brief lets paſs over the reſt 
arm, arm, arm, tor our antient foc 
A hoattiend wa: offer to Bacchus dis arine 
Adam catch'd Eve by the furbelow 


| r nen ara 


| Blyth young Beſs to did 
By IU . n 


a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain 


| \ 


| Breathe ſoft, ye winds, be calm, ye Kies 
Bright Sol is return'd, the Winter is o'er 
By PFiaky-houſe oft let me walk 
Bacchus, affiſt us to ſing thy great glory | 
Bacchus, god of joys divine 

gayly circling glaſs 

right glory's a trifle, and ſo is ambition 
Braw, braw lads of Galla-water 
Bebols this fair goblet, *twas carv's from the tree 
Behold, from many a hoſtile ſhore 
But are you ſure the news is true 
Bleſs them that curſe you 
Briſk wine and wothen _ 2 

Come gi's a ſang, the Laddy ery'@ 2 
Come live with me and be my love - 

— Come haſte to the wedding, ye friends, Cr. | 74 

- Came, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer 77 
Coming home with my milk the young ſquire I met 9 
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Ceaſe rude Bereas, bluſtꝰ ring railer or 
Cauld and raw the north did blaw 112 
| Come, Colin, pride of rural fwains | 115 
Cold and peeviſh is the weather 160 
| rde 227 
- Clavers, and his highlandmen 211 
Tome, here, we're: all jovial and bearty 24F - 
Toms to my arms, my treaſure 242 
Come here, my fmirking ſmiling laſs 264 
Come rouſe from your trances 27 
— Come Amanda, charming creature 327 
Come drink to me me, and I will drink to thee 344 
Come pretty maidens, what ist you buy ib 
” Come, honeſt friends, and jovial boys 346 
Come Rager and Nell, come Simkin and Belt 353 
Come, joliy Bacchus, god - wine 36 
. Dreaming on the moſs 1 lay 27 
Dawn by ſhady grove F2T 
| Dei] tak the wars that burry'd Billy from mo 224 
Dear Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes 228 
Down in yes meadow a couple did tarry - 270 
Do you hear, brother ſportſman the ſound of the korn 272 


Donald's a ſnentleman, am evermere hall” 


| Diog, divgy ding, dong bell 
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— Gin cer Fm is love, it mall be with a lafs 
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rant me, kind Bacchus, the god of the vine 
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Hafte, hafte, Phillis hafte, tis the firſt of fweet May 103 
Hello, keep it up, boys, and puſk round the glaſs 180 


How bleſt has my time been 199 
How can yen, lovely Nancy, thus cruelly flight 192 
1 cafy was Colin, how blithe and how gay 198 


he cemes, the hero comes 200 
How happy are we, when the wind is abaft 228 
Hark, bark ye, how echoes the born in the vale 234 
How little do the landſmen knew | 236 
Happy, while with ſportive pleaſure 257 
How glorieus their virtue who nebly contrwe 275 
Hopeleſs ſtill in ſilent anguiſh * 3090 
: 312 

328 

340 


34 
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rain rain d eauld 


In Winter when the 
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Toe ſeen the filing of Fortune 


when trees 


325 


compos d rbymes 334 


339 


all night and all day 
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Late in an ev'ning forth I went 97 
Let the grave and the gay 10 


Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 135 


125 
131 
156 
| good 2.3L 
Medley, by the anther of — 277 
My Betſey is the blytheſt maid 282 
| 292 

343 

35¹ 

24 

72 

248 


Hear the fide of a pond, at the feot of a hill 
Lo longer let wbimſtcal ſongſters compare | | 
Ncw peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountzin-top 274 
New ev ning had ting'd the bleak mountain with gold 303 
New that the fpring hath fi1/d our veias 


0 
ot all the 
[ >? how could 3 venture to love cn kke tee 
Daniel Swine has gotten a wife 
© waly, waly, up the bank 
On 2 primroſe bank, by a murmuring ftream 
© Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn. 103 
6 ͤ„ anus 20 
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Old Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles 
One ev'aing good humour took wit as his gueſt 
On Ettrick banks, in a fammer's night 

Old King Cowl was a jolly old foul 

Once more Pl tune the vocal ſhell 

© ſay, what is the thing calPd light 

OF all the brave birds that ever I fee 

Or Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew 
One morning young Roger accoſted me thus 
Oh ſend me Lewis Gorden hame 

© Beſley Bell and Mary Gray 
O will you hae a tartan- 
One night as peor Colin lay — ded 
© ſaw ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother 
© my love, loves thou me 


p | 
Puſh about the briſk glaſs, I proclaim him an afs 
Phillis, as her wine ſhe fipp'd in 
Phillis, my faireft, how can you deny me 


Pr'ythee, fill me the glaſs 


n ‚ POEPES 
Quotk Jack on a time, to Tom Fl] declare it 


- 
Robin is my only jo 


Stern winter has left us 
ſound the muſic, ſound it 
Shepherd:, I have loſt my love 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain 
Spring returns, the fawns advance 
Since honour has attended 
Some ſay kiſſing's a fin 
Shepherds, would ye hape to pleaſe us 
See the conquering hero comes 
Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia one day 
Since wedlock's in vogue 
Saw ye nae my Peggy 
Sure a lafs in her bloom, at the-nge of nineteen | 
Bweet Annie frac the ſea-becch came 
Sylvia on her arms reclining 
Since with verdant beauties 
Since my Phillis has fallen to my 
Says my lord to his lady, = together they =” 


a room, ſhew a room 


Sec, my boys, the faming bowi 
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was in that ſeaſon of the year 28 
To humble rebellion, eſtabliſh the laws go 
The hounds are all out, and the merning does peep 31 
The man that is drunk, is void of all care 32 
The ſpring-time and clothes the green plains 35 
That man who for life is bleſt in a wife 
The man who for life is plagu'd with a wife 
The lawiand lads think they ate fine 

The lawland maids gang trig and fine 

The laſt time I came o'er the muir 

"Fwas ſammer, and the day was fair 

'T'was ſummer, and ſoftly the breeees were blowing 6 
/ | Two brothers to the tavern went 

The” Juno bold can cuff and ſcold 


There was = jelly miller once 


Tas early in a merning, à morning of May 
There was a wife, wor'd i in a glen | 


The ſilver moon's enamovur'd beams 


e man that's contented is void of all care 
The wheel of life is turning quickly round 
r ſcorn'd 
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There was a jovial beggar «36 
Fhere was a jolly beggar 37 
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Fivers in the wind 
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The ſailor | E 
When the 20 
While veaux to pleaſe the ladies write 3 


With the man that I love was | dettin'd to dwell 152 
Jecky was bleſ#'d with your love and, &c. 163 


= 


Welcome, welcome, brother debtor + 
Vere gayly yet, and we're gayly yer 


[ = 7 


| Ye nymphs and ſxl van gods 

Ye ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain 
Ye nymphs I would have you give ear to my ſong 
Ye martals, whom trouble and farrow attend. 


Would you relifh a rural retreat oe 
Where winding Forth adorns the vale 189 
What or nymph of the grove 199 
When Jefy fmil'sd, her lovely look 192 
Vows of love ſhould ever bind 243 
When, gentle Harriet firſt I ſaw 204 
What cheer, 208 
Wou'd you 220 
When Bacebus, 229 
When firſt I came 24 4 
With female epinions 247 
When Britain firſt 257 
When I 260 
When daiſie 263 
When Meggy 269 
Wha wadna be in love 281 
_ While thus mighty Bacchas, we fing thy great glery 294 
When the kine had given a pailfull 300 
While penſive plai 332 
as ———% es bond fn this Me ib 
Whoſe three hogs are theſe 346 
| 352 

24 

77 

3 

125 

124 

130 

142 


Te ſons of fair ſcience, impatient to learn 161 
+ Ye ſhepherds, who bleſt in your loves . 203 
Te national ſchemers, a while give me leave 220 


eung Orpheus tickl'd. his harp ſo well 
"= Colin fiſhing near the mill 
Te Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes 
| Ye true ſons of Scotia together unite. 
Ye lads and ye laſſes, ye belles — 


„ 
[Lejdyr, who with ring returning. 
" Rane, Plato, Arien 
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*They're douff and dowie at the 
Douff and dowie, douff and — 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 


W a' their vartorum: 
They're doutf and dowie at the beſt, 
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Tune, 4 begging we will go. 
Mau che occupations,. a beggar is the beſt; - 
For that's the beſt of all trades, and takes & 


all the reſt: | 
And a begging we will go, &c. 


It is by greater Poverty that nobles grow 


X * 


renown'd, 


For where we want a penny, ſtate-beggars want a 

And « begging, &. 

The ſtateſman begs for Honour, and t hat's a 
want, indeed ; $3 


The vilkays bogs for fie the party-men fo p 

The ifeckanen for a denefice, but not s man for 

Hud a begging, e. | 

Lord North he begs you to believe America's his care, 

| ab raed ads 
Hud « begging, tc. = 


ing trains 
But thoſe whe beg in do often beg in vain : 
Ter a begging they u gen Re. 
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Be L Y, al ow be cloy' 
My is ſtout, and my heart it is ſound,” 
And my like my courage, will never give ground. 


Ie Sue, 
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But F a dart ſhould pierce my heart, 

We'll wed and kifs, what harm's in this? 
My mother did fo before me. 


1 Tun Gavin. 
Beſs to » Jan did fay, 


D e, 


Nr Jamie? 
DI 


For hark, and I will tell 
Did I not fee your jamie pak, =» 
WY meikle 


For whene'er a civil kifs I ſeek, 


| She turns her head, |} ry wc 
And for an hour ſhe Il ſcarcely 
Who's not call her a gawkie ! 
She'll pi'e a ſcore without offence ; 
Now gie me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye ſhall be my dawtie. 


O Jamie, ye ha'e mony tane, 
But I will never ſtand for ane, 


Or twa, when we do meet again, 
| CC IPOS 


by me. 
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of my heart ©, 
ſound 
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warld to 
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my goodman lyes 


The waes 
When 


24 


Tomy Sue 35v3 me will, and he Ggfe me thy 


faving a crown, he had nacthing beſide ; 
r 13 


awa ; | 

My father brake his arm, and my Jamie went to ſ 
And auld Robin Gray came a courting me. oy 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I cou dna win: 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wi' tears 


heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie 


= 


. 
wreck 


ſhip it was a wreck, w didna Jenny die! 
why do T ive to 5, Waes me * 


Rabin argued fair, tho' my mither didna 
'dinmy face till heart was like to break ; 


the wind it blew high, and 


The 
And 
Auld 

1 


* 
: 


Ft az } 


5 sox, by « Nun, of St. Lute, — 
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Iche dreſs of Free Maſons, fit garments 


Wick th Rrongſ actachment, tv bo 


Pd 
We now ae iſlembled, all jor and free, 


And ſince we're ſecrecy, to unity and love, 
Let ws, i. Brethren, faithful hi i ein Brother 
TH bond is band ts frm) l. 


s, in a ring, 
K 


The Craft, TIP 
Tho' ſome, with ambition, for 


Ac Wed» > AN 740 


Yet s n ike? Sete bis fame to ess 1 
e 
Au ſince we're bound, de. 


But not to our Brethren alone we confine 


ich juice, with candour 9 
— — with wack and ＋ 8 
We're loyal, truſty, faithful to thoſe 
Who rex eee ge. lagh at war oe 
„ | 


Wo dad fda to cur Maſter we bend ; 
For vice we the rely wore bound i at 


And when fuch a King, fuch a Maſter, ariſe, 


— | 
Hed face were hennd,. tic. 


t 3 4 
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Here's thyme ſweetly ſmel and lav 
A poly to form 2 | 


Ah! Jocky, I fear you intend to beguile, 
When ſeated with Molly, laſt night, on a ſtile, 
You ſwore that you'd leon hes Gadd hand ay, 


Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen'of the May. 


JOCKY. 
Young Willy is handſome, in green dreſt, 


He gave you theſe ribbons that hang at your breaſt, 
Bebdes three Fweet i a 


the new ha 
Was that done like Jenny, the Queen of the May ? 
JENNY. 
This 


garland of roſes no longer I prize, 

Since {acky. falſe-hearted, his 1 : 

Ye flowers, ſo blooming, this inſtant decay, | 

| For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May 
JOCKY. 

"Believe me, dear maiden, lover wrong, 

eee 

From the dews of pale eve n 

I fing but of Jenny, my'Queen of the May. 
JENNY. 

balmy comfort with tranſport, I view T3 

Don IE fnce Jocky is true: * 

to our blithe the news Ell convey, 

Ruhr 
1J0 CET. 

Come, all D 

Avoid all . | 

Believe not your es iel your pence they 

Then come, my dear Jenny, * the ow May 
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With him for beauty, ſhape, and ai 
No other ſhepherd can compare; * 


Good nature, honeſty, and truth, 
Adorn the dear, the matchleſs outh: 
And graces, more than I can 
Bedeck my charming Highland 
Would once the deareſt boy but ſay, 
"Tis you I love; come, come away, 
Unto the kirk, my love, let's hy; 
Ye gods, in rapture, I'd comply : 

I ſhould then have cauſe to ſing 


T ARTHUR O'BRADLY. 
Has in the month of May, | 
A garland they would have, 
That was both gallant and brave: 

That ev'ry one might upp. 
Now, El take off my cup: | 

Good ale is belov'd by all, 
The great, as well as the ſmall; : 
Here's to Arthur O'Bradly---O\ 

O rare Arthur O*Bradly ! 

Cood ale is belov'd by all, &c. 


Young Arthur went out one day, 
Met by the way, 
And took her by the 
If you love your mother love me, 
ne ave no ether bag me, 
or name it is Arthur O'Bradly---O$ 
For F'm O rare Arthur O'Bradl? 1 
O rare Arthur O'Bradly---O. 


E21 
The old woman ſchreech'd and cry d. 
And call'd her daughter afide ; 
What a fooliſh young girl are ye? 
How can you fo frolicſome be 
Scarce fifteen years of age, 
To rule a man's houſe and engage: 
Beſides you are not fit, | 
To keep an old man in his wit, 


And you're not for Arthur O'Bradly---O! 


For he's poor Arthur O'Bradly ; 
O poor Arthur O'Bradly---O! 
Cood ale is blond by all, &c. 


Young Arthur ſtept in by the bye, 


And ſtopt the old wife of her cry; 


Oho! old woman, fays he, 
Ihnow I'm as good as ſhe, 
For if death my father ſhould call, 
I ſhall be heir of all 
With a dozen of wooden ſpoons; 
With three left-handed mittens, 
And an old curtain ring, 
A dozen of metal 
Ty'd to an old leathern ftring; 
With cocks and pails hail five, 
And a piece of an old bee-hive ; 
4 
gra ndmother's muſtard pot, 
And chamber-pot, as good 
As ever was made of wood ; 
And they're all for Arthur O'Bradly---O! 
And Im O rare Arthur O'Bradly ! 
O rare Arthur O Bradly- -O. 8 
Coed ale is held d by all, &c. 


Gave for his bride; 


*Their eldeſt fon to be heir, 
They both did vow and declare. 
To bed in haſte they tript ; 


>> ITO of 


Cood ale is hela d by all, &c. 
Now Arthur has got a wife, 
5 cy ng 

She's mouth from ear to ear, 
And her teeth as rotten's a peer ; 
Her legs are bended fo, 


got, 
ggle-tail'd Dorothy, O 
And ſhe's O rare Draggle-tailꝰd Dorothy, : 
Wife to Arthur O'Bradly---O ! 
Cod ale is belov'd by all, &c. 


+ A SONG, from STrvan. 
1953 on the moſs I lay, | 
Dreaming 


on the moſs I lay, 
When two temptations croſs d my way, 
= Could ä vg | 
A glaſs replete, lovely Ka 
— 2 — , 


Cupid whiſper'd his advice, | 

Quoth he, Let Betty be your choice ; Ls 
2 gk, 2 
let 

And wiſaly Gall « jinking? 
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that. ſeaſon of the 
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| When 
That Coli i 
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Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls; 
My Colin bids me come away, 3 
And love demands I ſhould N. 
His melting ſtrain, and tuneful lay, 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
I yield —nor longer can refrain 
To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 


No longer can my heart conceal 
The — 422 I feel; 
My foul retorts the am' rous ſtrain, 
— in love again. 
Does Callin. gece dis notes of love? 
O bring me to the happy bow'r, 
Where mutual love may bleſs ſecure. 


Ye vocal hills, that catch the ſong, 
Repeating as it flies along, 
To Colin's ears my ſtrain convey, 
And fay, I haſte to come away. 
Ye ze ſoft, that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the foothing tale; 
In whiſpers all my foul expreſs, 
And tell, I haſte. his arms to bleſs. 


+ SONG, for two Voices. | 
bard is the fortune of all woman-kind ? 
 & For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd; 

Our parents controul us until we are wives, 
And our huſbands enſlave us the reſt of ous lives. 
If only we love, yet we dare not reveal, 

But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal: 
Deny'd wry pleaſure of life to enjoy. 
We're blam d if we're kind, and condemn'd If wee 


co. 


L 30 J 
I fortunes-we have, then we muſt be join'd' 
To the man that is by our parents defign'd ; 
Compellꝰ d for to wed the man we never fee, 
No matter whether handſome or ugly he be. 
More happy is that couple that lives uncontroul' d, 


Ss 
* Tur Hion IAA VoLUNTEERS. 


o humble Rebellion, eſtabliſh the laws, 
To fight in * and Liberty's cauſe, 
Our country. now calls us, our King gives the word, 
Once more to unſheathe the invincible fword. | 
Aud as we're ſprung from heroes of great glory and 


renown, 
Who always were the ornament and ſupport of the 
Crown ;- - 
Let us, like them, fland nobly forth in Liberty's 
air can 


Aud Tefy the Rebel Congreſi to alter our laws. 


of Ur > autos 1" who ſlav ry diſdain'd, 
The flight proud Roman eagles reſtrain'd ; 
No nation but ours could their fury. C 

Our fathers ne er turn'd their backs on their foes. 
Aud as we're ſprung,. &c. 


Let us then remember whoſe blood fills our veins ;. 
And curſed be he who his anceſt ry ſtains !) 
deſcendents of heroes who never would yield, 
a always the firſt in the field. 


as we're ſprung, &c. 
Our honoured Sovereign now calls us forth, 
And when fuch a King and Tuck Officers call, 
The ſummons muſt ſurely be pleaſing to all. 
Aud as we're rung, Ec. 


. 32 1 
Come, then, let us c ick to the ſtandard 
And ſhare in the and the glories of war: 
Aud whys uni graeeProfty'd colantadioe eppees, 
The proud rebels will ſoon change 8 
And as we're ſprung, &. 
fill, 


To our noble Gen' ral a 


bumper let” 
To — — Lortinl, 
N 2 —_ n 


Lid fince we're ſprung, &c. 


* 


+ A HunTixG Sone. 


12 


e we all — 2 have got, un brave — 
While we all on horſeback have got. 


I cannot g e 
1 * _— 
le me longer in bed, cc. 


—— a ww 
Without any longer delay ; 

For the cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, 

Will chaſe all dull vapours away. 


Hark, hark! how the huntſman has ſtarted poer 
He has her now full in his view : [puſs 
We'll never forſake her till we overtake her, 


VO OY l 
No pleaſure like- the 
We ſcour the hills 4 vi long Of, 


At night, for our ſupper, we feaſt on our prey 
When overs pot of good ale F 


Your toying I give O er, 
And be of good — Fl be here, 
And audille you. o'er and oer, my dear girl, &c- 


* 
- = 
A * 


SS 
+ BETTY BROWN. 
T purſuit of a laß that was form'd to my taſte, 


In vain did I ramble o'er country and town, 

Till Fate introduc'd me to dear Betty Brown. 
Such a ſhape, ſuch an air, ſuch a mein, ſuch a face, 
She ſmil'd with ſuch ſweetneſs, convers d with ſuch 


Anse or frown, 
Precedes o'er the face of my dear Betty Brown. 
When firſt I beheld her my heart was inflam'd, 
And mov'd with a rapture that cannot be nam d: 
Ye gods hat is wealth what is fame or 
Compar'd with the charms of my dear Betty Brown! 
Tho' her perſon has beautics beyond all 
Of a virtuous mind has a much er ſhare ? 

Let others' ambition extend to a crown, 

I aſk of ye, gods! but my dear Betty Brown. 

O let me this charming dear creature 

No more I requeſt, nor can aſk any leſs : 

From the ſummit of hope let me not tumble down, 
Ye gods gi / e me death, or my dear Betty Brown. 


— e . , , . 


| Ax Otd BotTLE SONG. 

| man that is drunk is void of all care; 
He needs neither Parthian-quiver or ſpear; 

The Moor's poiſon'd dart he ſcorns for to wield, 

His bottle is his weapon and ſhield. 

Undaunted he. goes among bullies and whores, 

Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors; 

He reels all night, is afraid of no evil, 

And boldly defies both doctor and devil. 

As late I rode out, with my ſkin full of wine, 

I boldly confronted a horrible Dun; 

Affrighted, as ſoon as he faw me, he run. 


What pains did I take, and what time did I waſte? 


+" a cc a> A042 kn. wi IA tf 


L 33 ] 
No monſter could pat ye to half ſo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear: 
In Africa's defart there never was ſeen 
A monſter ſo hated by gods and by men. 


Come, place me, ye deities, under the line, | 
ts hl as 

O'er hot b ſands PI fwelter and ſweat, 

Barefooted, w nothing to keep off the heat. 

Or—place me where ſunſhine is ne'er to be found. 
2 9 Winter eternally bound; 
v'n there I would nought but bottle require, 
My bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with fire. 


My tutor may job me, and lay me down rules, 
Who mind them but. wild philoſophical fools * 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 


'Tis time enough then to fit down and think. 


*T was thus Alexander was tutor 
For he Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain: 

His forrow he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 

And when he was drunk, then the world was his wn. 


This world is a tavern, with liquor well ſtor d, 
And into it I came to be drunk as a lord; 

My life is the reck ning, which freely I pay, 

And when Fan dead drank, then Til Ragger away. 


TNA ATI IEAEIER 


tutor'd in vain, 


men or BARLEY-MEAL. 


: you may think it ſtrange 
M ret. boat court, and never to.change, 

All falſchood and flatt'ry L do diſdain, 

In my ſecret hts no deceit ſhall remain: 


ls keg ora — 'd; 


Adieu to the courtiers of Loudon town, 
Fer to my ain country I will gang down; 


- oxi ca 


O! the mickle de il tak” a* our noiſe and ſtrife, 
Pm fully reſolved for a country life, 

Where a' the bra' laſſes, wha kens me weel, 
8 bannocks o' barley-meal. 


y lay down ſword and 
Fr * OI 


to tae, 
Home to Maggy I think for to gae, 
Wi' eee we 
. ee barley- meal. 


ne gre for Maggs 69 wear, 
A pole fine garters 2 
And ſome 2 


When ſhe gangs wi — 
And when we are married, we'll 3 
My fall milk her, and I will plow: 
We'll live a the Winter on beef and lang kail, 
And whang at the bannocks o barley-meal. 


— mow” chenee to beings 0 fon, 


ns as his daddy 

— 2 _ 
EE and —7 
And thus we'll live and induſtrious be, 
And wha'll be fac great as my Maggy and me? 
We'll ſoon grow as fat as a Norway-ſeal, 


Wi feeding on bannocks of barley-meal. 


Adieu to citizens, every ane, 
Wha j Far in your coaches do b. 


þ< yore whips 8 
And you fops 
You llc and rote 


— 


— 
rade — — 8 


For whoring Fll leave it to.yeo; 
Your woodeork — fly your duck and your 


T'l leave them for bannocks & barley-meal. 
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as faſt's — 
ks O barley-meal. 


ALLOA-HO us. E. 
PT Going Gwe rams, and clothes the green 
plains, 


And Alloa ſhines more cheerful and gay; 


Sing merrily round me whene-ever I ſtray: 
But Sandy no more returns to my view; 
No ſpring-time me cheers, no muſic can charm ; 
He's gone —and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 
Adieu ev'ry pleaſure this boſom can charm ! 


O Alloa-houſe! how much art thou chang'd ! 
How filent—how dull to me is each grove ! 
Alone I here wander, where once we both rang'd, 
Alas! where to pleaſe me my Sandy once ſtrove. 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told, 
Here liſt ned too fond when ever you k. 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turn'd cold ? 
Or, fooliſh, believ'd a falſe flattering tongue ? 
So ſpoke the fair maid, when Sorrow's keen pain, 
And Shame, her laſt fault' ring accents ſuppreſt; 
rng ee. commands 
=_ . | 
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addreſt : 
My Nelly ! my Fair, I come, O my love! 
No pow'r thee tear again from my arms; 
And, Nelly, no more thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 


charms. 


ED | 
She heard; and new joy ſhot thro' her ſoft frame, 
And will you, my love, be true? ſhe reply d: 
And live to meet my fond the ? 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ? 
O Nelly! I live to fee thee ſtill kind; 
Still true to thy fwain, and lovely as true: 
Then, adieu to all forrow ; what foul is fo blind 
As not to live happy, for ever, with you: 


SONG, v D. A. Wass TEA. Same Tune. 


H ! how could I venture to love one like thee, 

And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me ? 
On lords, thy admirers, could look with diſdain, 
And knew I was nothing, yet, pity'd my pain! 
You faid, white 2 with noneſenſe and 


When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs: 

You faw thro” that filence which others deſpiſe, 
And, while beaux were a talking, read love in my eyes. 
O! how ſhall I fold thee, and kiſs all thy charms, 
ib bo aa me og + moe Apron 
Thro all the wild tranſports of extacy toſt, 

Till finking together, together we're loſt ! 

O! where is the maid, that, like thee, ne'er cancloy, 
Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 
A Ronan (ne, 
From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend. 

In vain do I praiſe thee, or ſtrive to reveal, 

Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. 

In all that you do, in each look, and each mein, 
The Graces, in waiting, adorn you unſeen. 

When I fee you, I love you; hearing, adore, 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more ; 
Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
With thee in my boſom how can I deſpair ? 
Fil ines on thy Tendon, and book ond anens 
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When paſſion is prompted duty ? 
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12 tell you a jeſt that will make. you merry, 
| Concerning the Biſhop of Cantei — Ends £5 
Who for his 1 and his good cheer, 
Was forced King ohn to appear. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
What now, Mr. Biſhop ! *tis told to me, . 
N keep a far better houſe than we; 

And if you be a man, a man of EE i: 


You've committed treaſon againſt our crown. 


Me, Biſhop, for thy jeſting with me here, 
Three queſtions I at thee will ſpier; : 
And if you do not anfwer them aright, 

Your head from your body ſhall be taken ftraight. 


me, without any doubt, 

1 fe. j . 

You mult tell me, O Biſhop, what is my thought. 

They are three hard queſtions for y wit, 

— — 
that thou haſt to lire. 


upon hi 
Next, I muſt tell him, without 


twenty-four Hours will ein; 
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tar 
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4 be Biſhop 
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To the pulpit he paſgs hat Joon foll in a 15/0 
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meg more 
Then fill e mg 
In law, rn 
Yet ſhe'll 


And Em certain I cou d, o'er a 


Bride the council, ä  x 
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But O, re vain 
Le =, 
And manly looks of my highland abe: 


Coy aps bonny highland laddie, 


2 n lad ee 
Our lawland leb fend er highland lad. * 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 

Phe braweſt beau in-burrow's-town; 07 
In a- his ajrs; with art made ready, 2 
Compar d to him he's but a clown';: ; 
yy x 5 bid 
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that his love true and 
3 
While Heaven | 


. 
4 . , 
$14 , 
=o ; FS * * * 
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To drive the deer out of their den, 5 
ee  ___—_ 7 * 


* 


There's name ſhall dare by deed 


While ! can wield pw 


Aud room in it to hold me. 


Gainſt her to-wag a tongue or finger. 


Part Firſt. 


Be govern'd by no other war, 
But pureſt monaroky *- ' LT 
For if confuſion have a part; 


Which virtuovs ſouls aber, | 


Tn call a fynod in my heart,. 
As Alexander I will reign, T7 
And I will reign alone; 


A rivabon 


Mrs. little world of 3 
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My thoughts did evermore diſdain , ©... * 
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y love and conſtant ward, 
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their 


to ſcale 


wild-fire love con 


y 


Ell never love thee 


The ſhrine which I ; 
For if ſuch ſmoak, about 


Which wa 


Yet for the love I bore thee on 


Nor balls of 


Then ſhall thy heart be ſet by mine, 
For mine was true, ſo was not thine, 
But lookt like anus face, 
For as the waves with every wind, 

So fails thou every ſhore, 
And leaves my conſtand heart behind; 
How can I love thee more ? 


For conſtancy moſt ftrange, | 
 Delighting ay in change. | 
Thy beauty ſhin'd at firſt moſt bright, 

And woe is me therefor, | 
er | found thy love fo light, 


As doth the Turtle, chaſte and true, 
Her fellow's death 

And daily mourns for his adieu, 
And ne'er renews her mate ; 

So, tho* thy faith was never faſt, 
Which grieves me wond'rous fore 7 


L483 , 


My Yet I Ball live in love Sn ral <7 4 a 
That 1 hell love no mery..:. LSE "= i 6 1 
1 

1 

1 


—— we Gel te, 
How thou haſt loved me; | 1 

And how in odds our love was fuch - | 

As few has been before ; 

wi! oth 


I can love no more. 


CrnoorEeD SHOULDER. | 


O Swiss has gotten a wife, 
I really think ſhe bas nae marrow, 


She's like for to ak” our my life, 
_ Her col s always black yellow : | 
She's in-kneed, beam- un d. 
Nae good 's about her; 
She's ringle-ey'd, and din-ſkin'd, 
A lump of proof ypon her ſhoulder. 


ro 

My ſhe is a gallapt banker; 

She was nine quarters at the lair, 
For that I need much to thank; her. 

Rm or ONE... 
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me to wed for 
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There was a 
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* VERSES on Tut SouTn Frxciaies. 
Tune, . * 


| ay my clever young fe fel- 

Last bare Bal / + us. 33 ? 

N 

They threaten to burn, 

| 22 corn; | 

15 To} plunder vur houſes ; 4 
EMIT... 

And erain our children to w we... 
Ee 


Thaw fie? to pm e brave Border lads, 
— enala ; 
_ were war eee blades 
OT Lillibulers Bulenala.. 
Inftead of your mauds, . 
8 2 9 7 
Inſtead of a ſpade take a fword in your hand ; 
Better liſt with Buccieucn, * | 
ny Famer, or lr we land, 
a in 


„ &c. 


1 Taylors no I bring over French Shen, 
s kro bulenala; :\. 


| And Barbers leave making ther bea and x: 


HE 1 3 — 
Lou may SA n ,your thimble, and 


Come hither, Fowles and all . 
ke 3 


Sur uy and Bark TBE Door. 
FT fell about the Matinmas time, 


And a gay time it was then, 


When our goodwife got puddings to mak” 
"And hne, ball d them tn the An. : 


iy! ar gndbat. to cur gone * 


© My hand is in my huffy'f-ſcap, 
Goodman, as ye may 

An it ſhou'd nac be barr'd-this kuded-yeary.. © 
Its no be barr'd for me.” ; 


« olive. Sans thaw "$4.4. 
ike mates frm ants "3a R 
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. 
; 2 


. 


e thare's nae water in the houſe, 
And what hall we do then ?”_| 


« Will you kiſs my wife beg een, 
a ore 
And ſcad me wi the pudding bees?” 


That 5 maid all yo you bony ror wood 
And a maiden return agen. 
She's 2 the Modis af the Wear en 
ſcrew d them on's white haſ-bane ;* * 
This is a v may know 
That 2323 bat ſhe's gane. 


here ſeed, 
© wher NN ſae 8 


O why did you not waken me * * 
When my true love was here? 


r | 
e ring. 39 
But 4 nds" 4+ + — 
| THI your love was-pat and gane. 3 ns 
Now I may ſin an: | 


| SITY _ her mair. - G, 


HE laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me: 


T 


eyes, 
&'cou'd but ill deny me. 
- 1 E33 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 


To let a rival enter ; 


2 9 * 1 N © 
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1 to Lochaber, and farewel; my Je 
hattſome with thee have monyday 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
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"Thi bore. on. rough 1 2 
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A, ſhould luck to come glorioufly hame, 
ring a heart to-thee with love running o'er; . 
then FN leave thee and Lochaber no more: - 


And how how wich 1 love the. * 
Wert thou but, &c. : 


And. only live to | Anh rag 
Let Fortune drive me far away. 
Qs make me fall to foes a prey, - 
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Bat wore's are 


to 


The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 


iſters of Heav'n,. r 


Ye 


| o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow - 
Mary Scott the flower of Yartow. 


If 1 


to let me langut 


3 


'd FH not envy. 


crown 


With fuc 
Tbe folks who dwell. 
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 TuwLoven. 
OW happy a lover's life paſſes, 

He looks upon all men as aſſes, . = 
Who have not ſome girl in their eye. 

With heart Full as light as a feather, | 
- He trips to the terras or parks; s 
Where ſwains croud impatient together,. 
What ſweet palpitation ariſes, 

When Chloe appears full in view! 
Her ſmiles at more value he prizes | 
Than miſers the mines of Peru. A 


| Tho' fwift-wi re walking, 


winged Time, as 
Soon parts them alas ! by his flight ; | 
And abſent he keeps her in fight. 
Whenever abroad he regals him, 
His love for his Chloe ne er fails him, 
Her name gives a zeſt to his glaſs. 


No other amuſements he prizes, "toe 
Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe ; 


She's firſt in his th when he riſes, 
Aud laſt, when he cloſes his eyes. 


Love only with Chloe can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to embrace. 


Cnanmma KITTY FELL. 

Mirz beaur te pleaſe the ladies write, 
WV And bande to pet their dinner by't,,  . 
. Their well feign's paſſion tell; - | 


Why, _— 

To church: — — — 

I pray d— ſhe r 
Oh! cruel Kitty F 


But now I find tis all in van, 

To live, to love, and to complain, 
Confin'd in chains to dwell: 

Altho' ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 

Till death my faultering wg fat 7, 

Adieu! — Fell. 
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AzTuun's SEAT. 
Wary waly up the bank, 
And waly waly down the brae, 
And ny wel by yon burn-fide, * 


my love were wont to gue. 
back unto an alk, 


5 


—_— > ; 
His 1 ym wes 
Between his brows there was a ſpan, ” 

He took up a meikle ſtane, 

RR 

I had 3 I 
I coudna liften't to my knee. 

O wee wee man, but thou be ſtrong, 
O tell me where chy dwelling be; 

My dwelli 8 „ 
be and ſee N 

On we lap and awa we rade, | 

Till we came to yon bonny green; 

We 'lighted down for to bait our herſe, 
And out their came a lady fine. 


Four-and-twenty at her back, | 
And they were a” clad out in green, 
The warſt o them might ha” been his queen, 
On we lap and awa we rade, | 
Till we came to yon x 
Where the roof was o the beaten 
And the floor was of the cryſtel a”. Eds 
When we came to the ſtair foot, TI 
Lodies were dancing Jonp ond frns', 
My wee wee man was clean awa”. 


LE Tt tt dT ap ˙ L333 3-3-3-3-3 : | 
Tas Anchzz's Marcn. 
Over, Be ERC GnET, | 
L et hills and dales rebound it: 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery ; 
Its orgin divine is, - 
The practice brave and fine is, 
W <4; inchnes us 
: 8 


fragrance, life, and growing, 
. * 


— er , found it, 
Fill up and round wi't, 
n 
„ Hlealth and proſperity, 

To our great and Officers, 
Lian r | 
To all who, like their brave forbears, 


Delight in archery. 
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A Faacusnt. Tune, Leaderhaughs and reren 


l Duzax'p a dreary dream laſt night ; 
| > God keep us a frac forrow : 
I dream d I pu'd the birk fac green 


Wi my true luve on Yarrow. 
e iter dear, 


; 
the ber wi our true luve ; : 
1 2 


kia on Varrew.. ; 


Banks OF THE Des. Tune, Langolce. 
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And ſweet! "the Nightingale fong from the tres : 
At the foot of areck, where the river was flowing, 

I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river ; 


Thy banks ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 
For there I gain'd the affection and favour 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourn- 


proud rebels, for valiant is he ; 


to me ; 
care l watch o'er 


him, 
He never ſhall * 


1 . 1 h 
Ryvnat ConTuuruant: - 
Tune, o benny laſs, will you h in « here. 
Sar on a bank by the fide of z river, 
It my dear Jamie had left me for ev er z. 


But while I fat penſively, fighing and mourning, 
Ah! who ſhould I fee, but my Jamie returning. 


_— to meet him, I threw my arms round 
Still charming, till kind, fill conſtant] found bim, 
With * preſs d me, ah! who could. oppoſe 


While thus I reveal'd the warm wiſh. of my boſom. 


O ſta dear Jamie, thy follies give over 
M1. : thele plains, be no longer « rover, 
No more ſeek for glory where cannens loud rattle, 
Nor leave my fond arms for the ſound of a battle. 


F nd 
Ana Tan. 


Believe me, amie; are far more enticing 
Than war's Xx pomp, which you a 
prizing. _ 
Jamie mild ſweetly, the linnets and 
wh , and the plates wen 21 1 e 
ves were 
They made him forget his a ambition dür fighting. 


- he would lone me, and never wouldleavene, 

— he me his hand that he ne er would decieve me; 
He he'd no more ſhow his foes his reſentment, 
But live with W f 


; OVE and | Folly were at * Play, 
Both too wanton to 8 


Tour 
we w t e, 
r 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 


By ſhallow rivers to whoſe 
— fg Madrigal 


our pretty 1: 
Nad A. yp 
buckles of the pureſt gold; 
neee 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds: 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each May morning: 
E theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then tay with me and be my love. 


S:: 50402: Of: . :S:-: 07/0:00/0,0.0. 
| The Nymph"s Reply. | 
that the world and love were young, 


; And truth in eve Lerd's tongue, 
rleaſu: es = me move, 


Toit wit ther a and be "thy love. 
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| TI young; Bar Sorrow's all 
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A honey tongue, and 


Thy cap, thy kirdle, and N 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon, forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, . 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds ; 
All thoſe in me no means can move, 


n 


But could youth laſt, 1 love ſtill breed, 
Had joys no date, nor ; 
Then thefe delights y.-.Se7 might move 
To live with thee, ani do thy love. 


/ 


Sung by Miſs Cateiy. 
e 


— hes? 
Or ſhew . | 


For love of variorum, 


But in the weſt they bicker faſt, 
And rams zhout the jerum. 


At and Glaſgow towns, 


I never was b/:w-borum ; 


But always made my merriment, 
And ram'd about the j 


When you into the tav:rn go, &c. 


t my 
ack, my pipe, my crook, 
Va. 14 Organ 
Until her returning, 
All the joys of life are o'er, | 


From du chang'd to moneningy. 


L 1 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
tell me whither, 

Ah woe for me, ps ſhe's gone 


For ever and for ever. 


i Carzit's Farewel. 


With hand and heart, before I part, 

In that heart's love F'll rank ye, 

And grateful ſtill, go where I will, 
Pl ever, ever thank ye. | 


PY Y a * 4 PY FY 


Abr Lane rug. 


| a4 1 JT. 
Who can efſteens 22 | 
* y 
While bound like a ba | JR rat 
But ſunk in luve, upo' my arms 8 
Let your brave head recline ; . 
We'll pleaſe ourſel's wi mutual charms, 


1 Ws 
we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale wi” your gay friend of 
Lou may guns BO GO | 
And, after a blyth bottle, | 
„ 4 
And in a vacant rainy day, 
be wholly mine; 
veel the hoers rn bee way, 


And laugh at lang fyne. 


hero, pleas'd wi the fweet air, 
br 525 of n en love; 


What can my fatal paſſion cure? © 
I'll never woo again; Te 

A r „ 1 
Adoring her in van. 


What 'tis to hear the | . 
Thur Ck wi nn . . 
But thts 26d ths may gf'e him joy, 
To hear her fe aya | 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be eee, 
Do not thyſel b to; 4 2 
A faithfu' lover ſhould d, N 


Hr Erreger was I to ſee l 
rr. 


1 good will. 


O the broom, the bonny, Jonny broom, 
The broon e Cowdenktnows ; 
T wiſh I were wi my dear fwain, 
VV bis pipe and my ewes. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb,” : I 
While his flock near me lay :, | 2 Pq | 
He d in my ſheep at night, 1 N 

| cheer'd me a the day. | 1 
de 


| dh waht i» ho bee 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? ne'er fo rich and gay. 
O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate! that I ſhow'd baniſh'd be, 

Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe I low the kindeſt fwain 

That ever yet was born! 

O the broom, &c. 

we” 3 y- we ev'ry hour ; 
— o 3-4 

He few my kaws cou'd I refuſe 

| Whate'er he ed of we 

O th: broom, & e. 


. 

ped, broth, ee, 
now ly uſeleſs by. 

the broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu! 
Farewel a” pleaſures there; 

Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 

Is a I crave, or care. 


0 the broom, &c. 


eee 
Tux Man or nt Mul. 

an the fide of a pond, at the foot of a 
A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill; 


Freſh health blooms a ſtrong hue o'er his 
2 — 2 


21 
| Beflower's with his meal 


nd egalin ot night, he 
ye te 7 © bo ane 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his i 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a-year: 
He's a free-hold ſufficient to give him a vote, 
rn 


They cen fedue the launch Man of the mill 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt ; 


cr 


Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ftill may have peace; 

Tho' Old - a Cs. a 
have 


To protect all our manors, and fave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he home to his work ; 
And, if water is ſcanty, he takes up his fork, 
22 
Or, with the . 


2 — be ever h 


With his hand and is heart't King George does 
1: 


And may all loyal fouls a& the Man of the mill. 


2 at the foot of a hill, 
hear ley wi joy at glakng aig 
with 


| n en lee. „ 


——— 
#, \ 
” 
„ 
£ 


Tai 
1 told ber my love, and fat down by her fide, ' 
And — next morning I'd make ter my brides 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get out of my fight, 
And go to your Phillis you met bere laſt night. 


Surpriz'd, I reply'd, Pray explain what you mean, 
1 never, I vow, ith young Phillis wes hen ; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at. 

O! can't you? ſhe cry'd : well, I love you for that 
Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? 
© Colin ! O Colin: you can't have forgot ; 1 
F heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat? 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. 

Tis falſe, I reply'd, dear Phebe, believe, 

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive : 


You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 


Aud fure, my dear charmer muſt hate him for that. 
Come, come, then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be 


Vll own twas to know the true ſtate of your mind. 


Tranſported, I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat; 
I made her my wife, and the loves me for that. 


JEONG 


Tux Countay WEDDING. 


S ye friends and ye 
neighbours, | 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay: 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares and — 9 — 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day. 
R .Come, come, one and all, 
_ Attend to my call, 
228 that never can cloy j 
Come tee 4 
_ — 192 ie 
. ove nnocence ever enjoy. 
Tome ſee, &6 


. 4 Wu. | 
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6 BD 
Let envy and pride, let hate nl ambition, 
Still crowd to, and bias: the breaits of the 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no 
r 

We boaſt ot no wealth 

ZBut contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendfup our moments employ, 
Come ſee, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of each herrt- pleaſure, 
With reaſon we driak of the — bowl ; 


Are jocund and 42 „ but all within meaſure, 


For fatal ex ä Wh Foe fouk, 
Come, come at our biding, 
To this happy — 
No care ſhall 2 —— 
Come fee, Cc. 


PLATO's Avpvice. 


Ars Praro, Why ſhould man be vain! 
Since bounteous Heav'n hath made him great 
Why look with infolent diſdain 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ?. 
Can coitly robes, or beds of down, 

Or ail the gems that deck the fair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown 

Give health, or eaſe the brow of care 


The ſcepter 'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die ; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

In duſt, without Sifitinfiice ke. 


_ Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 


Who once the preateſt titles wore, 


Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are n more. 


So flies the meteor thro' the ſkies, 
2 
| 2 


h S> 
When lot tis gone; its beauty dies, 
- Diffolves to common air again. 
So tis with us, my jovial fouls — 

Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay: 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls; 
When Jove commands we mult obey. 


TrE Wisn. | 


.Y EN the trees are all bare, not a leaf tobeſcen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt, 
When Nature's difrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt, 
While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv ring with cold, 
As bleak as winds northerly blow; 
And the innocent flock run for eaſe to the fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with fnow. 


In the yard, while the cattle eat hay, ly on ſtraw, 
200 Bas 3 fweet breath 74 

While the neat - looking dairymaid thaw 
ihe fine, thet Bo tad in — 

When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as the roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlides, 

And the ruſtics loud. laugh, if, by falling, ſhe ſhows 

All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the birds to the barn-door hover for food, 
As with ſilence they reſt on the ſpray, 

30; — 

Leſt her footſteps her cauſe ſhould betray. 

M ben the lads and the laſſes, for company join' d, 
In a crowd round the embers are met: 

Talk of fairies aud witches, that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they re all in a ſWeet. 


in this ſeaſon, ĩt may be my lot, 

Wich the nymph whom I love and admire; 

>, While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire. 


 Heav'n 


1 1 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
Weſthay live, and no hardſhips endure, 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions arife, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


. ERA Ee We Me Rep WI Meg 
HEarTS or Oak. 
ME, cheer up, my lads, tis to gl go 0 
Toadd — 2 to this 12414 
To honour we call you, don't preſs you like fl ves, 
For, who are fo free as we ſons of the waves ? 
Hearts of cad are our ſhips, 
Hearts of oak are our men, 
We: always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady ; 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne'er meet our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay ;- 

T hey never meet us, but they wiſh us away : 

If they run, then we follow, and run them a-ſhore, 

And if they wont fight us we cannot do more. 
Hearts of Cat, &c. | 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrble foes 

They frighten our women, our childrea, and beaux: : 

But thould their flat-bottoins in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore. 
Hearts of Oak &c. 


We'll fill make them run, and we'll fill make 


them ſweat, 

In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſel's gazette: 

Then chear up, m lads, with one voice let us ſing, 

Our ſoldiers, our itors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Hearts of Oat &c. 


* 0 „ „ 


L ETH E. | 
E mortalz, whom fancies and troubles perplex,, 


Whom Folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 
W hoſe lives hardly know what it is tobe bloſt,, 


Who rile haut joy, ond ly down without reſt, 
I 


+ 


121 
the glad fi Lethe 
— IE. Rn owe. 


had hal Rag udet Hy wiſh ts Vain, 
one's the rover they cannot regain ; 

The ke Il forget how laſt night be was cloy' d, 

And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d. 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe 5 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife, at one draught, ſhall forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond — to forget her gallants; 
The troubled i in mind hall gocheerful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy. to day. 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and „ all your care. 


REE from confinement and- ſtrife, 
Tl plow thro' the ocean of life, 
To ſeek new delights, 
Where beauty invites, 
But ne'er be confin'd to a wife. 


The man that is free, 

Like a veſſel at fea, | 
After conqueſt and plunder may roam; 

But when either confin'd, 

By wife, or by wind, 

Tho' for glory. * d, 


No advantage 
„96KE„ 
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Youngs JOCKEY. 


Yrs Jockey is the blytheſt lad 
hat ever maiden woo'd ; 


When he appears, my heart is glad 
For he is kind and good: 

He talks oß love where er we meet; 
His words in rapture flow, 


L 79 
Then tunes bs pipe, und ns fo eee, 
I have no power to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
At ev'ry fair, and all our wakes, 
To me he makes his moan : 
He buys me toys and ſweetmeats toc,. 
And ribbons for my hair, 
No ſwain was ever half fo 
Nor half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go I nothing fear 
If Jockey is but by; 
For I alone am all his care, 


W hen ever danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed, next W hi Ys 
And make me bleſt for life: 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, fay, 
To be young Jockey's wife. 


JOHN. xv NELL. Sung by Mr. GaEEN 


A Nell fat underneath her cow, 
Upon a cock of hay; 
John was coming from his plow,, 
| "— chanc'd to paſs that way : 
Like light'ning to the maid he flew,. 
And by the hand he ſqueez'sd her; 
Pray John, ſhe cry d, be quiet do; 
And frowu d beczule be teiz d her. 


Young Cupid, from his mother's knee, 
Obſerv'd her female pride; 

Go on, and proſper, John, fays he, 
And I will be your guide. 

Then aim'd at Nelly's breaſt a dart, 
From pride it ſoon releas'd her; 

She faintly cry'd, I feel love's ſmarts. 


And Ggh'd it eas d her... 


J 80 J 
lohn laid himſelf down by her ſide, 
7 


And Flattery's charm he alſo try d, 
Till the the kinder grew. 

The poiſon ſoon began to ſpread, 
And in the nick he ſiez d her; 

She trembl'd, bluſh'd, and hung her head 
Then ſmil'd becauſe he pleas d her. . 


Bush ABOOR TRAQUAIR. 
Ear me, ye nymphs, and e, ry ſwain, 
Ill tell how Peggy gric ves me; 
Though thus | languith, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows aud ſighs, like ſilent air, 
____ Unheeded never move her. 
At the bonny buth aboon Traquair, 
 *Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 

No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 

do ſweetly there to find her. 

I try'd to ſoothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender: 

If more there pals'd I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The ficids we then frequented ; 
He er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquainted. | 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its fweets I'll ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 
Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ſtrains;. 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 


Oh! make her partner in my pains, 


t 8: 3 

not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My pathon nae mair tender; 

III leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds FI wander. 


 Binxs of InveErRmay | 


Like them 
And in faft raptures waſte the da 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 


t 
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will 
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Gambol 


. 
- Hark how the waters, as they fa", 
Loudly my love to gladneſs ca-; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 
The circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets rounl hin dance; 
Let us as jovial be as they | 
Amang the birks ot invermay. 


IN e'er I'm in love, it ſhall be with a laſs 
F As ſweet as the morn-dew that ligs on the graſs: 
Her cheeks maun be ruddy, her een maun be bright, 
Like ſtars in the ſky on a cauld froſty night. 
Oh! cou'd 1 but ken fic a laſſie as this, 
Ohl cou'd I but ken fic a laſſie as this, 


I'd freely gang to her 
8 2 
At once take up heart, and ſolicit a kiſs. © 


wad ha'e me to y wr Bell, 2 
2288 hae ane 5 like well ? 
What tho” ſhe has meikle, ſhe's bleary and auld, 
Camſtarie, and ſaucy, and a terrible ſcauld. 

Oh! pin I get fic a vixin as this, 
Oh! gin I get fic a vixen as this, 

Id whap her, and ftrap her, 
And her, and flap her, 
The devil for me ſhou'd folicit a kiſs. 


There's Maggy wad fain lug me into the chain, 
She ſpiers fritky at me, but blinks it in vain: 


She trows that PII ha'e her—but, faith, I think no, 


For Willy did for her a long while ago. 
Oh ! gin I get fic a wanton as this, 
my t ſic a wanton as this, 
ed horn me, and ſcorn me, 
And hugely adorr. me, 
And, e er ſhe kils'd me, gi another a kifs. 


But find me a laſſie, that's youthfu and gay, 
As blithe as a ſtarling, as at as May ? 


EF #3 J 
Wha's free from a wrangli and jangling and ſtrife, 
Aud I'll tik” her and mak 12 ain thing for life. 
Oh ! gin ! ene 
Oh! gin get fi: 2 laſſie as this, 
III kif her and preſs her, 
Preſerve and car eſs her, 


And think myſelf greater than ove is in blifs, 


FavoukITE SONG, BY Miss H. 


Aires, let your lovers languiſh, 
If you'd have ** conſtant 


Doubts, and fe urs, and ſighs, and a 
| Lebe bade, dt ho, . 


Jocky woo'd, and I conſented, 

Soon as e er | heard his tale; 
He, with conqueit quite contended, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale. 

Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain ; 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly. | 

Never pleased without ſome pain. 


Maidens, let your lovers, Cc. 


RI A AN RAN RR I RD Ren cs 


Cnarnminc NANCY. By a Scotſman in London, 


9 JW as undernerth a May-blown buſh, 
Where vi'lets blow, and fweet primroſes, 
With voice, melodious as a thruſm, 
Young johnny ſung, collecting poſies. 
This to the breaſt muſt be convey'd 
Of her, who is my deareſt fancy, 
My tender, bluſhing, blooming maid, - 


My ſmiling, mild, good-natur'd Nancy, > 
I know that ſome my youth will jeer 
nn 


* 


1 
. 
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Bat 1, from eonftant heart, declare, 
| I none will wed except my Nanny, 
I neither envy pump nor 


- Nor conqueſt gain o'er hearts ſo many ; 
The ſtudy of my life to bleſs, 


Is to pleaſe my dear, my grateful Nanny. 


How much unlike's my fair to thoſe 
— Whoſe wanton charms are free to any; 
d give the world cou'd I diſcloſe 
The fifteenth part the worth of Nanny. 
Let bucks and bloods, in burnt champaign, 
Carouſe with Charlotte, Poll, and Fanny; 
Their airs and Imiles are all in vain, 


For Fl] have none except my Nanny. 


WENWELNWELRWELRWErYWEY | 


Tar Jovrvrt Wipowtr. Tune, Maggy Lauder. 


MazRIED with a ſcol wife, 
I The fourteenth of — 


Long did 1 bear the heavy yoke, 
And many priefs attended, 
But to my comfort be it ſpoke, 

| OG OY Oe WE OR 


The 
and do not flatter, 
Of all the women in the world, 


I never would come at her. 


Frrather think ſhe 
And imitating, thunder, 

For why ; methinks I hear her voice, 
Tearing the clouds aſunder. 


Tux Girs Ex. 


S thro' the green meadow I chanced to paſs, 
1 A Gipley lat under a ſhade, 
Who told me, She faw by the lines of my face, 
That my doom was to die an old maid. 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 
And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick, 


Becauſe I'd oft heard my grandmother fay, 


That gipſies do deal with Old Nick- 


For farther advice to the Curate I went, 
And told him my cafe, in a fright; 
Says he, Pretty maid, be content for a while, 
And I'll alter the caſe before night. 


O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 
And with arguments fo very ſtrong, 

That, believe me, ye maids, the devil is a liar ; 
Aud fo, there's an end of my ſong. 


% & N % J Py A % 


Ar END all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to my lay, 
| And learn from my tale to go wiſer away. - 


A damſel once dwelt at the foot of a hill, 


Well known by the name of, the maid of the mill. 
The Lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid ; 


Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid; = 


With gold he endeavour'd to tempt ber to ill, 

But nought could prevail with the maid of the mill. 
Young Tohny addreſs'd her with hope, and with fear, 
His heart was right * his love was ſincere : 


T7 86 J 
With rapture 
V hene er he beheld the dear maid of the mill. 


His was founded in honour and truth; 


your 
At church little 'enny ſoon anfwer'd—T will: 
His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the maid of the mill. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair ! 
Content — They are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care: 
The flame they firſt rais'd in each other burns ſtill, 
And Johny is bleſt with the maid of the mill. 


Tart JorI y MiIIIRũ. 


Hz x, was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; | 
He work'd ard ſung from morn till night, 
No lark more blithe than he; 
And this the burden of his fong 
And ever us d to be, 
IJ care for nobody, no, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


A noble lord, that liv'd hard by, 
Sent for this miller one day, 

And afk'd him various queſtions, 
And amongſt the reſt did ſay, 

How comes it miller, that ev'ry day 


You ſing with r plee ? 
Quoth Ralph, 1 — 1 nobody, 
If nobedy cares for me 


| Are you always thus contented ? 
. muze lord did ſay, wh, 
Ay, that I am, more happy, quoth Ralph, 
"Than folks that live _ gay : | 
No worldly cares diſturb my breaſt, 
My wife and I agree; 
IJ care for nobody, &c. 


, each moment his boſom would thrill, 


paſſion 
The nymph read his heart, and of courſe lov'd the 


n 
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The reaſon of your i 
| would be glad to know: 
Quoth Ralph, I'II tell your Lordſhip 
Part of it before you go; 
I pay my rent at quarter-day, 
My mind is ever free ; 
J carc for nobody, & c. 


Thrice happy thou, who thus content 
Can ever merry be; 

My whole eitate I'd freely give, 
To b' as content as thee. 

Ralph, filing, thook his head, and faid, 

My Lord, that cannot be, 

Your Lordſhip cares for 1 7. 

And ſomebody cares for thee. 


How can you ſay fo, good miller ? 
I pray tnee tell to me, 
And it you rightly me inſtru, 
Ten thouſand (hall be your fee: 
This ſum I Il give, as ſure's I live, 
Immediately unto thee, 
When I can fay, oh! happy day; 
| care for no body. 
10th Ralph, your Lordſhip muſt refrain 
b * here ning knaves reſort, ) 
: God bleſs our ious King and Qi 
1 I aces thes: l _ 
Leave pomp and pageantry aſide, 
Be from ambition free: 
And then your lordihip ſoon may ſing. 
I care for no body, 


CA ee Exer dg. Har E-Nr. 


Arzo DEaRY. 3 
Ws early in a morning, a morning of May, 
T A ſoldier and a laie was walking ee 
| Cloſe down in yon meadow, yon meadow brow, 
1. | 
| 2 


8 J 
My apron, diary, niy apron now, 
My belly bears up ny apron now 2 | 
But I, b. ing a young t 57 was eaſy to woe, f 
Which males me cry out, My apron now. ö f 
O had I ta'en counſel of father or mother, i 
Or had I advifed with ſiſter or brother ; | 
But I, being a young thing, and eaſy to woa, ] 
It makes me cry out, My apron now. 
My apron, d-ary, &c. 


Your apron, deary, I muſt confeſs | 

Seems ſomething the ſhorter, tho” naithing the leſs : N 5 

Then had your tongue, deary, and [ will prove true, 1 

And nae mair cry out your apron now. 1 
Your apron, d:ary, &c.— Tour belly, &c. | 


Then had your tongue, &c. | 
KKK KN N NK KK KK KKK. KKK 
| Same Tune. 7 


Y ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheephook, 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook; 
No more for Amynta freſh garlands I wove, 
For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do? 
Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my vow ? 
O give me my ſheep, and my ſheephnok reſtore, 
Pl wand:r from love and Amynta no more. 


Through regions remote in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me from love: 
© fool! to imagine that ought can ſubdue 

A love fo well founded, a paſſion fo true. 

D what had my youth, &c. 


Alas! *tis too late at thy fate to repine, 

Poor ſhepherd! Amynta no more can be thine : 
Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain, 
The moments neglected return not again. 

O what had my youth, &c. 


„ 
. New SONG. By Lach. 
S now my bloom comes on apace, 
A The ſwains begin to teaze me; 
mY who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try different ways to pleaſe me. 

To judge aright, and chuſe the beſt, 
ks not fo fon ied; 

When both their merits are expreſt,. 
I may be leſs divided. 


Palemon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; 
Wou'd I but finile, be kind and gay,, 
He'd give me all his treaſure ; 
But then, our years fo diſa 
So much, as | remember, 
It is but May, Fa fure, with me, 
With him it is December. 
Can I, who ſcarcely am in — 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing? 
"T would ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 
Bring —_ charm to ruin. 
For dreſs and ſhow, to touch my pride, 
My little heart is panti 
But then—the:e's ſomething "elle beſide, 
I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 
Then, Colin, thou my heart ſhalt gain, 
Tor thou would ne'er deceive me; 
And gray-hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For thou has moſt to give me. 


My fancy paints thec full of charms, 


Thou looks fo young and tender, 
Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now farrender.. 
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BRAES Or BALLENDEN. By Dr. Blackleck. 
| og det 2 green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 
One e ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain: 
So tid, yet fo fweetly, he warbl'd his woe... [flow 


The wit ceas d to — and the fountains te- 
2.” 


rr 


S Þ, 
— | 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his train. 
How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
E'er Chloe's bright charms firſt flalk'd in my view: 


22 with pleaſure, the dawn could 
Nor ſmil · d the fair morning more cheerful than they: 


Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, 
Fm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 

All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 

From ſunſhine to zepbyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever buras always the fame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer iuflame. 


But ſee the pale moon, alt clouded, retires, 

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires : 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madnefs that preys on my mind. 
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care: 
To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair. 


Txt MIIx-Mair. By M Cately. 


C home with my milk the young Thin | 


EF met, 
Says, Polly, Love, fet down your pails, 
I have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 
If I pay you, you muſt not tell tales. 


To _ him, and cauſe that I would not be croſs, 
en 


I preſently quitted my pails ; 

He pull'd me down gently cn a bed of 498 moſs, 
And kifs'd'me—1 ſfould not tell tales. 

ſtrove to get up, but he ſtill kept me dawn: 
begg' d to go home with my pails: 

He vow'd,to ſuch a pitch his fond paſſion was grown 
He d wed—but I muſt, not tell tales. 


SF 
So- gently he woo'd, and fo warmly be 
That I little more th he of my pails, 
Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him 
Of my heart—but 1 muſt not tell tales. 


He ſolemnly. ſwore that he'd make me his wife, 
And eaſe me of carrying pails : 

If he don't, why, as ſure as a muſſel has life 
If l'm ſilent, there is one will tell tales. 


Trae TEMur EST. 
8 rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer, 


| Litt' ye landmen all to me; 
Mets-mates. hear a brother ſailor 
Sing che dangers of the fea. 
From bounding billows, ack in mat ion, 
When the diitant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt- troubled ocean, 
V hen the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatfwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-fail ſheets and hallyards tand; ; 
Down tap-gallants, quick, be hawling, 
Down your Ray-lails, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it freihens, let the braces, 
The lee top-ſail ſheets let go; 
Luff, boys, luif, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-ſalls nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd 'twixt beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms. 
Around us roars the tempeſt louder ; 
Think what fears our minds enthral: 
Harder yet, it yet blows . ages. 
Now again the. boatſwain's call. 


The topſail- -yards point to the wind, dera 5 
Sas all clear to reat eich courſe.; 


New the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! | 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, : 5 
In our eyes blue light'nings ftaſh. | 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black (ky! 

Diff rent deaths at once ſurround us 


Hark! what means yon dreadful cry? | 1 
The foremaſt's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 1 

O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck ! 
A lake beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 5 
Quick the laniard> cut to pieces, 


Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold ! 


While o'er the flitp the wild waves beating; 
We for wives and children mourn; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them the. e's no return! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below.; 
Hav'n have meicy here upon us! 
Only EE can fave us now. 


On the lee · beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown; 
o the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys, 


See! her mizzen mait is gone. 

-The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a-foot or more ; 

Then up and rig a jury foremaſt, 


She's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear or ſhore; 
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Now, once more, on joys we're thi 

Since kind Fortune fav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 

To our fweet-hearts., and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it: 

Cloſe to lips the brimmer join. 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 

None ;—our danger's drown'd in wine. 


Auld ROB MORRIS. 


MITHER. 
A Ur Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, 
"> He's the king of good fallows, and wale of 
' auld men, . 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; 
Auld Rob. Morris is the man ye maun lue. 


DOUGHTER. 
Had your tongue, mither and let that abee, 
For his eild and my eild can never agree: 
ll never agree, and that will be ſeen; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 
MITHER-. 


- 


Had your tongue, doughter and lay by your pride» 
For he's be the bridegroom, and * the bride: 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye too ;. 

Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun. lue. 


DOUGHTER. 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 
His a ticks out like ony peet-creel, 

He's out-ſhin'd, in-knee'd, and ringle-eye'd too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man Ill ne'er lue. . 
MrTHesR. 

Tho' auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 

Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſo ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun lue; 
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DOUVGHTER., 


But auld Rob Morris I never will hae, 

His back is fo ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: 
I had titter die than live wi' him a year; 

Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. 
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Ja primroſe bank, by a murmuring ſtream, 
Paſtora was ſinging, and I was her theme; 
W hilt charm'd with her beauty behind a green buſh. 


J liften'd to hear her ſweet tale—with a bluſh. * 
n 
Of all the r 12 


einne Ye 
e i 
Yet ſurely I love him, or—why do I bluſh. 


When I went to the grove, at the top of the hill 
It was the laſt May, I remember it ſtill, 

He brought me a neſt of young linnets quite, fluſk 
And I the kind preſent receiv'd—with a bluſh. 
Whenever he meets me, he'll ſimper and ſmile, 

I feem as I did not obſerve him the while; 


He offer'd to kiſs me | gave him a puſh ; 
Why can't you be eaſy, I cry'd—with a bluſh. 


One Sunday he came to iutreat me to walk, 


tu 
MOR E. 
ut v you think it, my dear, tho” the fault I 
muſt own, 
That at length your poor fenny is covetous grown ; 


A million of fortune ſhould Heav*n laviſhly pour, 
Yet I mult be wretched, if 1 have not—More. 


Mamma ſhe cries, Jenny, why make this ado ? 

You may have a huſband, child ; not two. 
I pouted, I whimper'd, | fretted, and ſwore, 

I] would not have one, if I could not have—More. 


The Giant, poor devil, has juſt now been here, 
And offer'd to ſettle eight-hundred a-year : 

I au{wer'd the fellow, as l once did before 

You know that won't do, ſir, for | muſt have More. 


As ſober's I am, I could ſpend half my days 
In dances, in operas, ridottos, and plays ; 
Then ſtill your dear ſenny her fate muſt deplore, 


Ay forlorn, and wretched, if I have not More. 


DAaFFODILL. 
e returns, the fawns advance, 


Leading on the fprightly dance, 
Leading on, &c. 

O'er the fallow, o'er the glade, 
Thro' the ſun-ſhine, thro the ſhade; 
Whilit I, forlorn and penſive, till, 
Sit fighing for my Daffodill. 


Now the wanton nymphs appear, 

Smiling all, as ſmiles the year ; 

Sporting paint where'er they tread, 

Daiſie ground, or primroſe bed. 
Whilſt I, Cc. 


Now the ſwain, with wenry ſhoes, 
Bruſhes by the morning dews, 


——— , 
* ” A * * 
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With officious fore, to bear 
Freſh-blown cowſlips to the fair. 
' Whilſt], cc. 


Gentle nymphs forſake the mead, 

To my love for pity plead : 

Go ye ſwains and ſeek the fair, 

This my laſt petition bear : 
Whilſt I, &c. 


Sweeteſt maid, that e er was ſeen 

Dance at wake, or trip the green, 

See your love · ſick fighing ſwain, 

Hear my vows, relieve my pain: 
Or, with your frowns, in pity kill ! 1 
Thou lovely, cruel, Daffodill! 
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Tak WorrD TURN 'D UPSIDE DOWN. 
'TEx I was a young man in m prime, 
W. [ had neither 125 nor . 
I took delight in joy and mirth, 
And roy'd from to fair : 
I took delight in a Joviel life, 
Till Fortune did on me frown, 
But now I'm married to a wife: 


Oh! the world's turn d upſide down. 


O then what golden days were thoſe, 
When I was in my prime, 

The laſſes took delight in me, 
I went ſo neat and fine; 

I rov'd about from fair to fair, 
Likewiſe from town to town, 

But now I'm married to a wife: 


Oh! the world's turn'd upſide down. 


My maſter ſent me out one day, - 
| I met a friend upon the road, 3 
Which cauſed me to ſtay » 
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Before we'd drank the flaggon out, 
wife ſhe came to town, 

And there ſhe made a woful rout, 


Oh! the world's turn'd upſide down, 


Like thunder in the element, 
She rattled ia my ear; 
I beg'd of her to hold her tongue, 
But I was ne'er the near: 
© then ſhe took the flaggon up, 
And with it crack'd my crown ; 
Then I durſt neither ſpeak nor look, 
For the world's turn'd upſide down. 


As n 
I met with honeſt joan; 

And, 39% -- -* - oY 
To her I made my moan. 

My wife came, with a dreadful curſe, 
And calFd me, Silly clown; 

Which made the matter worſe and worſe: 
Oh! the world's turn'd upſide down. 


© then I lugg'd her by the ears, 
And both her ſides baſte; 


I threſh'd her fore with cudgel ſtout, 


Till her ſtrength Sages to waſte. 
She fince doth yield to conſent, 
Aud ne'er does on me frown: 
So now we live in _ content, 


Aviv GoODMAN. 


| Fas in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the ſun gaed down, 
there I chanc'd by accident, 
To light on a battle new 
A man and his wife was fa'n in a ſtrife, 
— ans tad. ow 
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g ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 
cry'd ever, Alake my auld goodman. 
n k. | 
Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 


8 N E. 
My heart, alake, is liken to break, 


When I think on my winſome john, 


His blinken ee, and gait ſae free, 
Was naething like thee, thou dozen' d 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, ; 


And a fkin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, 
Aad thou'lt never be like my auld goodman. 


H E. 

Why doſt thou pleen? I thee maintain, 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, | 

Now when our gear gins to grow ſcant. 
Of houſehold ſtuff thou haſt enough, 

Thou wants for neither pat nor pan; 
Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, 

Sac tell nae mair o thy auld goodman. 

S H E. | 

Yes, I may tell, and fret myſel', 

To think on theſe blyth days I had, 
When he and I together lay " 

In arms into a weel made bed: 
But now I figh and may be fad, 
Thy courage is cauld, thy couler wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, 

And thou' It ac'er be like my auld goodmans 


1 
T 
T 
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Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And was a the light o' day; 
The was fear d to mils his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay. 
Then up he pat, and he ran his way, 
I trow the wife the day ſhe wan. 
And ay the o'erword o' the fray 
Was ever, © Alake, my auld goodman.” 


Auld WII E BEYONT THE FixE. 


Ia was a wife won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe baith butt and ben, 
To find their mam a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife beyont the fire, 
The auld wife ani: ft the fire, 
The auld wif? aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of ſniſhing. 


Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 


For I maun hae a young | | 
Shall furniſh me with — 
The auld wife, &c. | 
Her eldeſt dochter faid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if ye with a younker wald, 
He'll waſte away your ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


The youngeſt dochter gac a ſhout, 
O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides ha'f blind, you hae the gout,. 
Your mill ean had nae ſuiſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auld mump, 
Far [ 8 ſtump, | 
2 


* 
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And will nae langer live in dump, 
By wanting o' my ſniſhing. 
The wife, &c. g 


Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky flut, 
Mother, if you cau crack a nut, 
Theu we will a' conſent to it, 
That you ſhall have a ſuiſhing. 
T5. auld fe, &c. 


The 2uld ane did agree to that, 

And they a piſtol-bullet gat; 

She powerfully began to crack, 
To win herſel' a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 
And tween her gums ſae ſqueeze and row'ty 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow't, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. * 
The auld wif:, &c. 


At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſq , 
Which brak the auld tooth by the neez, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 
But ſhe tint hopes of ſniſking. 
The auld wife, &c. 
She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd · her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Ye auld wives, notice weel this truth, 
Aſſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aff- thoughts of ſniſhing :- 
Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 
Your bairns againſt you will conſpire ; 
Nor will ye get, unleſs ye hire, 
A young man with your ſuiſhing.. 
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H. egen Phillis hat! rate ft of free 


Hark ! the 8 to the woods let's 
away : 
We'll pluck the pale primroſe—ſtart not my dear,, 
I've ſomething to whiſperr alone in your ear, 
I've fomething to whiſper alone in your ear. 
SH E. | 
Excuſe me, fond ſwain, it has often been faid, 
The woods are unſafe for a virgin to tread ; 
And a wither'd old gipſey one day I eſpy d, 
Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and faid ſomething 
beſide, 
Bid me ſhun the thick wood, Cc. 


H E. 


'Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fright, 

There's muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night; 

No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 

And Cupid's an urchin you lurely can't fear, 
And Cupid's an urchin, Cc. 


SHE. 
For ail I could ſay, when arriv'd at the 8 
Who knows your defigns? you might dare to be rude; 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Let Copied and you are too hard for a maid, . 
Leit Cupid and you, G c. 


N E. 
His dictates you wiſely at onee ſhould approve, 
For pray, what-is life? *tis a pain without love; 
Think how youth, like. the roſe, tho' uagather dy. 


wil tade, 
Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old. maid, 
Then quickly comply, Sc. 
SHE, 
By la nguage as artfull, poor — was won, 
Laus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd and undere;: 
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And rather than truſt the fine you have ſaid, 
e ling omg tp apr Pr 
Let my beauty decay, &c. 


n E. 

Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind, 
Ell be true as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 

I wi!l lead you to pleaſures untaſted before, 

And make you my bride, can a metal do more! 
And wake you my Hlle T6.. 


S-H E. 
Then at once I comply for I cannot-fay no 
To-morrow to church with my ſhepherd ru go; 
To the wood next, tho Cupid, lo talk d of be there, 
With joy Pl away, and adieu to all fear. 
With joy III away, Cc, 


Ye nympbs, to the wood never venture to go; 
—— your hand, you muſt anſwer No,. 


- Ye fwains, ſhould your fair ones be deaf to you fill, 
Ye muſt wear the {oft chain, then they'll go where. 
you will, 


You muſt wear the ſoft chain, &c. 


3 AND Wine. By Mr. N. 


. T the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 


My pleaſures their pleaſures furpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 
Tis the ſame with me til, 

If I have but my. friend and my glaſs. 


T he lover may ſigh, 
courtier may ye, 
And Cr efins his treaſure amais : 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
80 I ſtand by my friend and my glaG. 
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And creates new deſires, 
A 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the , airs; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glafs. 


The earth fucks the rain, 

4 The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs : 
Then enliven the clay, 

Let: us live while we ma 


And I'll ſtand by my friend and wy glaſs. 


*Tis friendſhip and wine 
Only life can reſine: ; 

We care not whate'er comes to paſs 
With courtiers or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen; 

Come Here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


rr 


ThROW TRE WOOP Lappix. 


Wap, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 

FJ Thy prefence cou'd eaſe me 
When naething can pleaſe me.: 

Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 

Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho" woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks — finging, g 
And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Let nane of them pleaſes my eye. or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 
Lm fuaſh'd wi their ſcorning, 
Baith ev ning and morning: 
Their jeering gaes aft tomy heart wi” a knell, 


Il ance, lng,and 


2 
When throw the wood, laddie, we 
play. 
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TnIOWTaEE Woopr LAssIE. 


O NELLY ! no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 


Let muſic and pleafure 
Abound, without meaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, &c. 
O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or, throw the wood, lathe, until thou return, 
Throw the woed, t.iffie, throw th: weed, laffic, 
Throw the wood, throw th: wood, 
T brow the wood, liffic ; 


er hillocks, ober mountains, &c, 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, 
Have I n day or night; 
The murmuring ſtreant, and the bill's echo, tell 
How throw the wood, laſlie, I breath d my fad knell. 


Throw the und, &c. 


And now to all forrow I'll bid full adieu, 
And, with joy, like a dove, 
| Fl return to my love: 
The.maxim of loving in truth let us know, 
Then throw the wood, lathe, we'll bonnily go, 
Throw the 63d, & c. 


Come lads, and come laſſes, be blithſome and gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, 
And both full of glee: 
The Highlands ſhall ring with the joy of the day, 


When throw the wood, happy, we'll dance, ſing, 


and play. 
—— 


= 
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Sunc 8v Ma. Net, 
N old woman, clothed in grey 
Had a or bod cg and yeurig, 
Tot Bs wes Gs 
By Roger's falſe flattering tongue. 
With . 
Abroad, in the meadows and fields : 


Her belly grew up to her chin, 
Her ſpirits ſunk down to her heels. 


At length ſhe began for to puke : 

Her mother, poſſeſs d with » fear, 
She 2 her a gentle rebuke, | 
cry'd, Daughter, a word in your ear ; 
I Foe op ou've been playing the fool, 

WRT we Hey ding a ding: 

Why did you not follow my rule, 

And tie your two toes in a ſtring ? 


O mother! your counſel I took, 
But yet I was never the near; 
He won my heart. with a ſoft look, 
And his werdd fo enchanted __ 
That your prec ab hn 
Lage ep would have his { ope 2 
It is but a folly to fret, 
'Tis done, and it cannot be help'd. 


Then, who is the father of it ? 
Come tell me, without more delay: 
For now I am juſt in the fit, 
To go and hear what he will ſay. 
It is Roger, the. damfal reply d: 
2 bird, 
And ſaid that I ſhould be his bride : 
But he was not ſo good as his word. 


| What! Roger, that lives at the mill! 
Yes, vexily, mother, the ſame. 
What! Roger, that lives at the mill? 


PII hop to him, though I be lame. 


Go fetch „ 

| And bring me my ſpectacles too ; 

A lecture to him I will read, 

Shall ring his ears quite thro” and thro”. 


With that ſhe went hopping away, 

And went to young Hodge of the mill, 
On whom ſhe her crutches did lay, | 
And cry'd, You have ruin'd my girl, 
By getting her dear maidenhead ; 
Az true, you can no way deny: 

| Therefore I adviſe you to wed, 
And make her as honeſt as I. 


Then, what will ive me, quoth Hodge, 
IF i take her from : your hand ? 

Will you make me the heir of your lodge, 
Your houies, your money, and land: 

With every barn and ploughs, 
Yeur cattle and money alfo ? 

I faid, I will make her my ſpouſe; 
Speak up, Are you willing or no: 


Then Goody took Hodge by the hand, 
nn 
will make you the heir of my land, 
My houſes, my ſilver, and gold. 
ming r 
de lord ſtore, 
1 car it. 
In caſc it was forty time: more. 


Then, for a girl or a boy ; | 
Young Peg look d as big as a ducheſs ; 
The old woman caper'd for joy, 


And danc'd them a jigg in her crutches. 


t * 3 


Tus Marzox's Wisn. Sung by Mr. Na. 
Hex my locks are 


n hoary, 


And may I have my old huſhand 
To keep my back warm. 
The pleaſures of youth 
Are flowers but of May; 
Our life's but a vapour, 
Or body's but clay: 
O let me live well, 
Tho” I live but à day. 


With a ſermon on Sunday 
And a Bible of good print ; - 
With a pot on the fire, | 
And good viands in't; 
With ale, beer, and brandy, 
Both winter and ſummer, 
To drink to my goſſip, 
And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The pleoſurcs of, &c. 


With pigs and with poultry, 
And ſome money in ſtore, 
To purchaſe what's needfal, 
And to give to thee poor; 
With a bottle of Canary 
To ſip without fin, 
And to comfort my daughter 
 Whene'er ſhe lies in. 
The pleaſures of, &e. 


With a bed ſoft and eaſy 
To reſt on at night, 
With a maid in the morning | 
To riſe with the light. 5 


| 


- 


—— —Q—cv regs... _ 
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To do her work neatly, 
And my deſire, 
To make the houſe clean, 
And blow ap the fire, 

The pleaſures of, &c. 


With health and content, 


And a good eaſy chair; 
With a thick hood and mantle, 
When I ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cupboard, 

And far from my " ty 
With a pair of gals eyes 

To clap on my noſe. 
The pleaſures of, &c. 


And when I am dead, 

With a ſigh let them ſay, 
Our honeſt old cummer's. 

Now laid in the clay ; 
When young, ſhe was cheerful, 
No ſcold, nor no whore; 
She aſſiſted her neighbours, 

And gave to the poor. 

The” the fewer of her youth 
In her age did decay, 

Th” her bf, like a vapour, 
Foanilh'd away, 

She lid well and happy 
Unto hor Laſt day. 


— 
Tus BAcxEToz's Wisn. 


4 live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

| Let this be my fate in a fair country town ; 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 

And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
Mer I govern my paſſions with an abſolut: ſway. 


AI grau wiſer andb tter as my ſirength wears away, 


W.thout geut or ftuene, by a gentle decay. 


242 


82424 


te, 


In a „„ 


And when | am dead, may the better | tf , 


[ 199 ] 
a murmuring-brook, 
With the ocean at nce on which I may look ; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or tile, 
NT to ride out a mile. 
4 


overn, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two mort 
Of the be{t wits that liv'd-in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon, nor 
And clcan, tho' coarſe linen, at every meal. 

May IT goo-rn, &c. 


With a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming 
liguor 

And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the Vicar : 

With a hidden reſerve of 


ndy-wine, 


To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 


May I goo-rn, &c. 


With courage undaunted may I face laſt day 


In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when 

mellow, 

He is gone, and han't left behind him his fellow ; 
For he goveru'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
Aud greu wiſer aud better as his flrength wore away, 
Wd at hout gout or you by a gentle decay. 


Taz DaixkER's WiSHh, 
I wine there is all that in life you can name, 
It 12 our friendſhip, in love aids the 


flame: 
Since life, my dear boys, is at moſt but a ſpan, 
Let's live all our days, and let this be the plan: 
To drink, my brave boys, 
Aud drive away ſorrow ; 
If the caſh but hold out, 
We'll n&er aſk to derrow. 


If the caſh, %e. 
Tho” poor 4 ab ted, 


e ll be rich rogues t0-marr oh, 
K 


E 10 1 
we live in a village, not far from a town, 
CREED, 
With. a pack of good hounds, in the morn when 
we wake, 
To mount the briſk courſer, and take the next 
Then drink, &c. | brake. 


Mig en 7 not nice of their ſort, 

And our cellars well ſtor'd with old Claret and Port; 

With a few bumper glaſſes to toaſt our old glories, 

As our fathers and g graudhres have oft done before w. 
Then drink, & kc. 


With an honeſt buck chaplain to grace a round table, 

Who'lldrink what he can, and no longer than able; 

W ho will drink till his face, like the Claret, is red, 

Or, like old Aird the Parfon, God reſt him, he's dead. 
T hen drink, &c. 


Every lad have his laſs, that conſtant will prove, 
Quite true to his bed, and ſincere in her love: 
For marriage I hate, and deſpiſe common whores, 


Coquets I deteſt, but I like amours. 
* Then drink, &c. — 


And as we have lived let's cloſe the laſt ſcene, 

Quite free from all bardſhips, and free from all pain, 

That the old ones may wonder, the young ones may 

} ſtare, 

And, —— O what friendihip was there 
Then drink, &c. 0 
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Brats of YaRrRoOW. 
B's. — ye, my bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow ; 
buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
"I go to hs braes of Yarrow. 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 
Dancing while lav'rocks ſing the morning: 
There learn frae turtles to prove true ; 
Q „ vex me * thy ſeorning 


we 


E rm J 
To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks more freſh and charming. 
Learn frag the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtily they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their fwetneſs in his boſſom 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, | 
Haſte to n there P11 guard theez 
WY free conſent my fears repel, 
Fil wi' my love and care reward thee. 
Thus fang I faftly to my fair, | 
Who rais'd my hopes with kind relenting ; 
O queen of ſmiles, I aſk nae mair, 
Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 


Tune, Cold Froſiy Morning. 
AA 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
e 0 

How lovely, and — La ay was 


Rand op By FO BY : . 
ne er a new W fancy a jee: 
lee 


And favour thy Jamie wha dotes upon : 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 

Can lapdogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That look with indiff*rence on poor dying me ? 

Rouſe up thy realon, my beautiful Annie, | 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me: 

O las thou art bonny, be prudeat and canny, 
And think upon jamie wha doatsupon thee. 


Ah! ſhould a new mantua or Flanders-lace head, 
Or yet a wee coatie, though never fo fine, 
K 2 
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Gar thee grow forgetfull, or let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouſe vp thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r fleegaries to me: 
O las thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangled Sanny, 
I do' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at thoſe benifons promis'd to me ? 
Route up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me: 
O ! as thou art bones fe conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon the. 


O think, my dear charmer ! on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away foftly between thee and me, 
Exe ſquirrels, or beaux, or fopp'ry, had pow'r 
To rival my love, or — upon thee. 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And let thy deſires be 2” center'd in me: 
O as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee. 


I ww A Mw 


2 and raw the North did blaw, 
Bleak in the morning early; 
A the fields were hid with ſnaw, 
Cover'd with winter yearly ; 
As I was riding o'er the Slough, 
I met with a farmer's daughter, J 
With roſy cheeks and bonny brow ; 
Good Faith my mouth did water. 


Down I veil'd my bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my breeding; g 
She return'd a graceful bow, 
Her viſage far exceeding. - 
_ 1 aſd her where ſhe was going fo ſoon,. 5 
And long' d ta hold a parley; 6 
She told me to the next market town, I 
On purpoſe to ſell her barley. 


. Thy, perſon I love fo dearly, 
If thou wilt lig with me all night, 
And gang hame in the morning early. 
If forty pounds would buy the globe, 
This thing I would not do, Sir; 
Or, were my friends as as job, 
ue never raiſe them „ Sir: 
For, ſhould you yore one night my friendz, 
We's a together, 
And hd, — ere nine months end, 
Then where ſhould | find the father ? 


Pray, what would then my parents la 
If 1 ſhould be ſo filly, * 


To give my maidenhead away, 

And loſe my true love Billy ? 
Oh! this would bring me to diſgrace, 
And therefore, I ſay you nay, Sir; 
And if that you would me embrace, 
Firſt marry, and then. you may, Sir. 


I told her, I had wedded been 
Fourteen years, and longer; 
Elfe I'd chuſe her for my queen, 
And tie the knot ſtill ſtronger : 
She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my wedlock —_ 
And keep 7 e for at homs, 
For fome Likes wie for poor hy barley. 
Then, as ſwift as any roe, 
She rode away and left me; 
After her I could not go, 
Of joy ſhe quite bereft me- 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 


For ſhe did leave me fairly; 
One word knock d all things out of Bing, 
— * both maid and barley. 
X 3 


C me ] 
Riding down a narrow lane, 
Some two or three hours after, 
Then I chanc'd to meet again 
This bonny farmer's daughter. 
Altho' i was both raw cold, 
I ſtaid to hold a parley, 
And ſhew'd once more my purſe of gold, 
When as ſhe had fold her barley. 


Love, faid I, pray do net frown; 
But let us change embraces; 
I'll buy thee a ſme ſilken gown, 
With ribbons, gloves, and laces ; 
A ring and bodkjn, muff, and fan, 
No lady ſhall have neater; 
For, as I am an honeſt man, 
I nc'er faw a ſweeter creature. 
Then I took her by the hand, 
And faid, My deareſt jewel, 
Why ſhouldſt thou thus diſputing ſtane ?- 
I pr'ythee be not cruel. | 
She found my mind was fully bent 


To pleaſe my fond deſire, 
Therefore ſhe — to conſent, 
But I wiſh-i'd ne er come nigh her. 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 
If I commit this evil, | 
And yield myſelf in, love with you, 
E hope you will prove civil! 
You talk of ribbous, gloves, and rings, 
And likewiſe gold and treaſure; 
Oh! let me fiyſt enjoy thote things, 


And then you ſhall have your pleaſur e. 


Sure thy will ſhall be obey'd, 
Said I, my own dcar honey; 
Then into her lap I quiekly laid- 
Full forty pounds in money. 
We'll to che market town this dayx 
And ftraightway end the quarrei, 
And decis chee like a lady gay, 
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All Id and ſilver 
ere 
On the road we did repair, 
Till we came unto a river, 
Whoſe waters were both deep and wide; 
Such rivers I ne er ſaw many: 
She leapt her mare on t'other fide, 
And left me not one penny. 


Then. my heart was ſunk full low, 
With grief and care * 

After her I could not go, 
Tor fear of being drowned: 

She turn'd about, and ſaid, Behold! 
I'm not at your devotion; 

But, Sir, I thank you for your gold,. 
_ help to enlarge my portion. 


vas to ſtamp and ſtare, 
To lee what ſhe had acted; 
With my hauds I tore my hair, 
Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my money then, I cry'd, 
Good faith, I did but lend it; 
But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
Aud vow'd ihe ne not intend it. 


The MirzIRNC- AIT. 


{ nymphs and ſilvan 
That love green Kue woods, 

When ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 
With flowers and blooming buds : 
Come ſing in the praife while flocks do grazs- 

On youder pleaſent vale, 
Oft thole that chuſe to milk therr ewes,. 

And in cold dews, with clouted ſhoes,. 

To carry the milking-pail. 
You goddeſs of the morn,. 
With bluſhes you adorn, 
And take the: frei air, whilſt linnets propare. 
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A cocert on each green thorn : 
The blackbird and thruſh, on every buſh; 
And the charming nightingale, 
In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 
To entertain the jolly train * 


Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 


When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And flowers will fpring no more, 
The fields that were ſeen fo pleaſant and green, 
With winter's all candied o'er. 
See how the-town laſs looks with her white face, 


And he: lips ſo deadly pale? 10 
But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 
'Thro' froſt and fnow, with cheeks that glow, 
And carry the milking-pail. 
The mils of courtly mold, 3 
| Adorn'd with pearl and gold, i 
With waſhes and paint her ſkirr does fo taint, | ] 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old : 


While ſhe of commode puts on a cart-load 
And with cuſhions * her tail. 
What joys are found in ruſny ground, 


Young, plump and round, «4, 1 — aud ſound, 
Of thoſe of the milking-pail f 


Yeu girls of Venus 

I That venture health and fame, 

In practihng feats, with cold and heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame: 

IF men were fo wiſe to value the prize 
Of wares moſt fit for ſale, 

What ſtore of beaux would dab their clothes, 

To fave a noſe, by following of thoſe 
Who carry the milking-pail ? 


The country lad is free 
From fears and jealouſie, 

Whilſt, upon the green, he is often ſeen, 
With his lals upon his knee; 

With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her treat, 
And wears ſhe U ne'er grow ſtale: 


CCC 
Tax SwinminG Laer. By Mr. Gilſon. 


T9 four-and-twentieth day of May, 
Of all days in the year, | 
A virgin lady, freſh and gay, 
Did privately appear ; | 
*F was at a ſecret place, which ſhe 
Had ſingled out, the rather, 
*Caufe ſhe was fure ſhe was ſecure, 
And did intend to bathe her. 


A purple mantle, fring'd with gold, 
Did her iv'ry hands unpin ; 

It would have made a coward bold, 
Or tempt'd a faint to ſin. 

She turn'd around, and look'd about; 1 
Quoth ſhe, I hope I'm ſafe ; 

And then her roſy petticoat 
She prefently put off. 


Into the fluent ſtream ſhe leap'd, 
Which look' d like chryſtal glaſs-- 

The fiſhes from all quarters came, 
To fee what angel twas. I? 

| She turn d upon her back to ſwim, 
And fo diſplay'd her banner, 

That twould have tempted any man 

| For to have leap'd upon her, 

*'T was at the river's diamond head, 
With pearl and ſapphire crown'd ; 

Her legs did ſhove, her hands did move, 

id rebound. 


Her did : 
(She that could quaff the juice of joy, 
Fair Venus, queen of love, 


With Mars did never in more ways, 


[ms J 
A lad, that long her lover had been, 
And ends Blddn no grace, 
For all her prying, lay uuſeen, 
fecret place. 


Hid in a | 
He, that had often been repuls'd 

Whene'er he came to woo her, 
Pull'd off his clothes, and furiouſly 

He ran, and leap'd unto ker. 


She ſqueek'd and cry'd, and down ſhe div 
He fetch'd her up again, 

And brought her o'er unto the ſhore ; 
And then, and then, and then 

As Adam did old Eve enjoy 
You may gueſs what I mean: 

Becauſe ſhe all uncover'd lay, 


He cover'd her again. 
With weeping eyes, ſhe and cries, 
Alas! I am undone, w_—_ 
If you do fail to marry me, 
Ere the next morning fun. 
He anſwer d her, P11 never ſtir 
Out of thy ſight till then; 
We'll both ſtrike hands in wedlock-bands 
Marry—and till't again. 


* 


Lanyxr rox Genernat WOLFE. 
3 loyal and bold, 
; Who would never be control” 
By the French. See the braveſt of his ſex, 
_ Britiſh Wolfe, ſtout and good, 
Make the rivers run with blood, 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. 
Brave Wolfe was our commander, 
Montcalm was their defender, 
Their numbers did us ſorely diſmay : 
But brave Wolfe, ſtout and bold, 
He would never be control'd, 
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gain'd the 


As you tell me bay. battle is our own; 
Let m 


And 


foul in peace, 
wars for ever ces e, 


Since my life for fair Britain is gone. 


The Highlanders, in hot blood, 
And Sailors, ſtout and rude, 

Like madmen did claſh them away : 
When the French began to rus 
We advanced on their 


But our grief was for Wolfe-—Oh that day! 


Then the city is ſurrender d, 

| The gates ſtraight we enter'd; ; 
Our ſkips in the harbour lay thick. 

We thanked the Moſt High 

For this ſignal victory, 


At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. „ 


* Tarr Choc or A WII E. 


N city, town, and village, my fancy oft hath rov'd, 

A Phillis and a Chloe I ev 'ry where have lov 4 ; 
But, tired with variety, to marriage I'm iuclin'd, 
Would Fortune only grant me a partner to my 

Then I'd go no more a roving, 
But, conftant as the dove, 
My time Pd paf, v ith ſuch a lofi, 
In harmony and love. 
Then I'd go no more @ roving. 


care not for complexion, be ſhe black, brewn or fair, 
It ſhe has but diſcretion, and meaning in her air; | 
Her ſhape I would have graceful, to pride and folly 
blind, 
To mind the one thing needful, tocultivate her mind. 
Then Pd go us more a roving, &c. 


An animated form, where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move, 
And innocence, refining the tenderneſs of love; 


f no } _ 

From ſcolding, and from ſcandal, I'd have her tongue 
be wan, 

Andalways neat and clean keep herſelf and family. 


Then I'd go no mere a roving, &c. 


I'd have a juſt decorum in all her actions ſhine, 
With a temper condeſcending to ſuit herſelf and 
mine; | 
Of a cheerful difpoſition, with humour free and gay, 
And ſometimes with a ſong for to paſs an hour away. 
Then Pd go no more a roving, &c. 


It ſhall not be my ſtudy to court a leaden purſe, 
Altho', with that ingredient, the will not be the 
= 4. 
Let modeſty reſerve be her property and choice, 
Not over fund tocloy, and yet not over nice. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &. 


To heightcn my affection, and double all my joy, 

A proſpect I would have of a lovely girl or boy; 
And out of what I have, for, ts what I would allow, 

I would charitable have her, and hoſpitable too. 


Then Fd go no more a roving, &c. 


This granted, I would freely my liberty reſign, 


She ſhould give me her heart and hand, and I would 


give her mine : 
A monarch on his throne then unenvy'd ſhould be, 
For home would be a Paradiſe with fuch a girl as ſhe. 
| Then I'd go ug mare a roving, &c. 


* Tug Cnoict or 4 HusBaxD. 
Same Tune. 


8 3 has attended upon the marriage- 
i | te, 


And from the torch of Hymen our happineſs we date, 


I e er the Fates ordain it that | ſhould be a wife, 
The picture Iwill draw of the partner of my life. 
: Then Pd live no longer ſengle, "mY EI 


C nr } 


. # congreſt gain oer ſuch a ſwain, by 
hos ny th 9 
Then Pd live no longer ſingle. 


The fop, —_— the fribble, could ne'er my fancy 


Nor yet did I admire the rattle-headed rake; 
But, to guard himſelf from inſult, I'd have him bold 
— 


Ve, | | 
To wink at little foibles that I may chance to have. 
| Then P'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


His perſon in proportion, more robuſt than fine, 
A fort of eaſy careleſſneſs, deportment to incline ; 
And afably, and candidly, ſhare all my joys and 
| Cares, | | 
And give me my prerogative in family affairs. 
- Then I d live ne longer ſingle, &c. 


His converſation fraught with endearing ſentiments, 
Free from the pedant ſtiffneſs, or rude ———— 
In all his lawful dealings let honour (till preſide, 
Frugal in economy, let prudence be his guide. 

Then I'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 
His principles untainted, his morals juſt and ſound, 
And one in whom the dictates of honeſty is found? 
I value not the glaring of wealth and pageantry, 
But plac'd above — is juſt enough for me. 
| Then I'd tive no longer ſingle, &c. 


Could you but recommend me to ſuch a ſwain as this, 

I'd think myſelf arriv'd at the fummitc of all blifs ; 

And for his health and welfare for ever I would pray, 

And think myfelf in duty bound to love and to obey. 
Then Fd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


T 
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Hicnland Lad. 
Own n ſhady grove, one day I chanc'd to 
pete the dull hours away ; F Crove, 


Beneath a myrtle ſhade I ſpy d a lovely maid, 
On her ſpinnet ſhe * did play. 


| F 8 7} | 

Fo yield me more delight, this charming lady bright 
In concert ſhe ſung very fad, 2 

Unhappy maid am I, that ſure of love muſt die, 

For my bonny bonny Highland Lad. | 


I drew a little near, the better for to hear, 
And this charming creature ſung on, 
My Love has croſs d the fea, alas | e's gone from 
This charming comely young man; [me, 
His lovely air and mein, may well deſerve a queen, 
Altho' that his fortune is bad; 
But yet I hope to ſee my Love before I die. 
O! my bonny bonny Highland Lad. 


Ye Fates, that rule above, preſerve the man I love, 
And keep him ſecure from all harms ; 


Guardian angels too attend, my Lovetor to defend, 


And return him fate to my arms. 

If in battle he is ſain, all pleaſure ['1] diſdain, 
FU rove quite diſtracted and mad; 

There's none to eaſe my care, the lofs I cannot bear 
Of my bonny bonny Highland Lad. 


Firſt when my Love I'd ſeen, one day in Aberdeen, 
My fenfes were ravithed, quite; 

Ee was proper, ftraight, aud tall, the comlieſt of 
He's my only joy and delight; them all, 

I near unto him diew, Lis bonuet it was blue, 
lie was dreſs'd in his tartaus and plaid ; 

A captive I became, and thinks it is vo ſhame, 

For my bonny bonny Highland Lad. 


Oh! if I knew but where to find my deareſt dear, 
I would range the wide world all oer; 
To fea I would repair, dieſled in man's attire, 
To find out the youth 4 adore. 
Thro' lonely woods F Il ftray, and flow'ry meadows 
I will leave my mammy and dad, [gay, 
And never will return, but always fgh ard muwn 
For my bonny bonny Higb land Lad. 


* 
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Avr.d Sta Stron rRE King. 


go ſay kiſſing's a fin, 
But | iy that winna ſtand; 
It is a moſt innocent thin 
And allow'd by the laws of the land. 


If it were a tranſgreſſion, 
The miniſters it would reprove, 
But they, their clders and ſeſſion, 
Can do it as well as the lave. 


Its lang ſince it came in faſhion, 
I'm ture it will never be done, 

As lang as there is in the nation 
A lad, laſs, wife, or a lown. 


What can 1 fay more to commend it, 
Tho' I ſhould ſpeak all my life? 
Yet this I will ay in the end o't, 
Let ev ry man Kiſs his ain wife. 


Let him kiſs her, clap her, and dawt her, 
And gi'e her benevolence due, 

And that will a thrifty wife make her, 
And fae Fil bid farewel to you. 


. 


BAN RS Or FORTH. 


A Vaxe, my Love with genial ray, 
The fun returning gilds the day: 


Awake, the balmy zephyr blows, 

The hawthorn Mas, the daifie glows, 
The trees regain their verdant pride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride, 

To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 


And Forth, in dimples, glides along. 
O more than blooming daiſies fair! 
More fragrant than the vernal air ! 
More gentle than the turtle dove, 


ana aha. good 
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Bethink thee all is on the wing, 
Theſe LNA ſpring: 
Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy; 
Nav tine ws 


C1 


A 


t flaets ſo faſt will cloy. 


Same Tune. 


8 f. E 'rs that rule the plain, 
breetly-winding Fortha glides, 
8 me to the e banks again, 

Since there my charming Melly bides. 
Theſe banks that. breathe their vernal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets ; 
Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
And cheaer the heart of ev'ry fwain. 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amidſt the rural throng, 
On Fortha's meadows breath's my lays, b 
And Molly's charms were all my ſong. 2 4 
While ſhe was preſent alt were gay, | 
No forrow did our mirth allay ; | 
We ſung of pleafure, ſung of love, | 
And muſic breath'd in ev'ry grove. 


O then was I the happieſt ſwain! 

No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy J 
The ſhepherds ſigh'd for her in vain, 

On me the ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
Oer Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray d: 
I woo'd, I lov'd the heauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd,. 
And both with equal ardour burn'd 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin'd, 

W here Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find | 

The charming Molly.tult'd aſleep : 
My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs, 
I foftly ſtoop'd, and ftole a kils; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam's;. 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ? 
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Cft in the thick embow : 
Where birds their muſic c 15 aloud; 
Alternately we ſung our ew 
And Fortha's fair meanders view'd. 
The meadows wore a gen ral ſmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the ee, 
To where the ocean met the (| 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods, 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart, . 
Reſtore me to theſe bleſt abodes, 

And eaſe, oh eaſe! my love-lick heart; 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Moll and 1 thall part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms. 


OH OHNO 


Corn RiGGS ARE BONNY. - 


Ml Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
Eis breath is fweeter than new hay, 
His face is fiir and ruddy. 
His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize; 
He's ſtately in his wawking ; 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe; 
[is heav'n to hear him tawking, - 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be minc, 
And loo d me beſt of on 

That gars me like to ſing ©" | 


0 cori rigs are boniy 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt hoy re wants g 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
2 ſhould be „ 
L. 


E w# Þ 
Then I'It comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle, air or late 


Where corn rigs ae bonny. 


CorriEz's Bonxy LassIE. 


AME collier has a daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A laird he was that ſought her, : 
Rich bath, in lands and money: b 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 4 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth diſcover! , 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 1 
And was by a' reſpected; 
His airs fat round him eaſy, | N 
Genteel, but unaffected. | "4 
The collier's bonnie laſſie, = 
"air as the new-blown lilie, 
Ay ſweet, and-never ſaucy, 
Secur d the heart of Willie. 
He lov'd beyond expreſſion 
The 1 that were about her; 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 5 
His life was dull without her. | | 1 
After mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, l 
In ſafteſt flames diffolving, | | 
He tenderly thus tell'd her: ' 
My boney. collier's doughyer, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
?Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: ; 
Eor I have pear in plenty, | 
And-love ſays, tis my duty 9 
To ware what Heaven bas lent me, 0 
Uf on your wit and beauty. 
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Down THE Burn, Davis. 


Wirren , and fields were green, 
And broom bloem'd fair to fee ; 
When Mary. was complete firteen 
And love laugh'd.in her eye; 
Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move 
FR... ſpeak her mind thus free, 


down the burn, Davie, love, 
ww F ſhall follow ther. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 

And Mary was che bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to- be a bride : 

Her checks were roſie, red and white; 
Her een were bonny blue : 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


down the burn they took their way, 


What tender tales they faid ! 
His cheek to hers be aft did lay, 
And with her bofom play d; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 
In yonder vale chey lean'd them down; 
Love only faw the reſt. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was barmleſs-play, 
Aud naething ſure unmeet ; 

For ganging hame, I heard them ſay 
They liK'd-a wawk fre ſweet ; 

And that they aften ſhou'd return. 
Sic pleaſure to renew. 

Mary, Love, I like the burn; 

And ay ſhall follow you. 
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Oi Chiron thus preach'd to his prpil Achilles, 
1 tell thee, young gentlem n, what the fates 


will is: 


You, my boy, mult gos, 


(The gods will hve i o) 
ill have it fo 
To the ſiege of Troy; 
e never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be flain. 


Let not your noble courage be caſt down, 

But all the while you ly before the town, 

Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry; 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 


Sung in the Character of a Lawy:r.. 
N bards of all ages have made it their theme 
To ing of the merits, and blazon the fame 
Of other profeſſions, and praife them at random, 
But of Lawyers I fing, and make you aviſandum. 
| Derry down, &c · 


Tho” partial, I'll give you a rep-eſentation 

Of the good and the ill we beſtow on the nation; 
Our uſe is fo certain, that there's no denying't, 

If any one doubts it, he ne'er was a client. 


Extraordinary actions belong to the great, 
The foldier, the patriot, and premier of ſtate; 
But we, unconnected with party or faction, 


Spend our time and our breath on au ord*nary action. 


Altho' with our virtue ſome. faults are conjoin'd, . 
The proceſs is ſhort that can make us refia'd, 


For whoe'er be the judge who decides on our blame, 


Tho' he gives it againſt us, we're ſure to reclaim. 
Tho' peaceable folks, yet we often petition, 


But not like our neighbours, * on by ſedition: 


So juſt are our judges, that, tho' we're refus'd, 
We petition again, nor think juſtice abus d. 

To the fair, the delight. and the life of creation, 
We are tender and faithful, without affetation : : 
And while, to inveſtigate truth is our duty, 


Can find nought in them but love, honour, and beauty. 
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To other profeſſions old age is a ruin 
Unfits them for action, ſpoils all they are doing : 
We ſcorn to conceal it, like old maids and beaux, 
A Lawyer's the better, the older he grows. 


All mankind beſides live in terror for death, 
And, 8 pain and unwillingneſs, yield their laſt 
| reath : 
But a Lawyer is happy, when, by labour hard toiled, 
His ſuits at an end, and he's fairly aſſoilzied. 


On the whole, we ſubmit to your righteous deciſion, 
Having ſtated the law, and the fact, with preciſion ; 
And ſum up our caufe, in the hope that you'll find 

That in ranking profeſſions, we're nothing behind. 


Hf ns N- -M- -M- Mio [ime Mi con [Hmm I 
Tune, Lamps of Pudding. 


NE ev'ning Good-humour took Wit as his gueſt, 
| Reſolv d to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt ; 
Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoſt, 
And W ng aud Sentiment, garniſh d each 
toaſt: 


But while, like true bucks, they enjoy d their deſigu, 

(For the joys of a buck lie in love, wit, and wine), 

Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud knock, 

Aud the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, "Tis paſt twelve 
o'clock. 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturhing dog found, 

And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound: 

When * to. the light, how much were they 
'd 


To ſee vu the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd! 
His glaſs was his lantern, bis ſcythe was his pole, 
His ſingle lock dandled a-down his {ſmooth full: 
My friends, quoth he, coughiag, I tho't fit to knock, 
And bid ye begone, for 'tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage, on this advice fix, 
2 Nature ftrikes twelve, Folly ſtill points to fix > 

longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
So hid. him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 
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This is right, call'd out M it, while we're in our prime, 
There is nothing like claret for killing of Time; 
Huzza ! rejoic'd Love, now no more can he 

Nor impertinent tell us, Tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Now Time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 


Love and Wit of that troubleſome gueſt well has rid 2 
us: | | | ; 
Yet if Time ſhould be wanting for any deſign, Tm 


Henceforth he'll be found in a hogſhead of wine. 
Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think, 

By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink ; 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
We're certain our drinking is always well-tim'd. 


0 A New Sonc. Tune, Ailoa-Horfe. 


L nymphs, I would have you give ear tomy ſong, 
But give your attention, I'll not keep you long. 

Fates direct me, protect me from the inſults of love, 

My mind it is fixed, and will not remove. 

Love is a ftroug paſſion, no man can deny, 

It has conquered thouſands more valiant than I, 

Therefore you'll excuſe me, altho' I ſhould prove 

A victim, and fall by this conqueror Love. 


| Young Cupid doth carry his bow in his hand, 


His arrows are ready, which he well can command; 1 
The moſt flinty heart, like the wax, for to yield, M 
For no foes will ſtand while Cupid takes the field. N 


Iu one word, Love rules with an arbitrary ſway, 
The hardeſt of hearts before Love will give way: 
Love will not ſtand idle one moment of time, 

It makes people guilty of many a crime. | 
The children makes parents become diſcontent, 

By joining in wedlock, without their conſent ; 

But, what can they help it, tis Love is the | 
Love kindles the fire, and continues the flame. | 
But I think 'tis in vain to refle& on what's paſt, I 
I am not the firſt, and Ill not be the laſt, | 

That has thus far ventur'd, without parent's will, 
And yet my mind tells me, I have done no ilk. 


8 
I think that my parents well pleaſed might be, 
But if they will not, it is equal tome; 

For wat | have acted FI] never repent, 

If I proſper I'm thankful, on the contrair content. 
Since we have got married our mind is at eaſe, 

Our care ſhall be always each other to pleaſe : 

Thus will we continue each other to love, 

Till death, by commiſſion, one of us remove. A. F. 


BAGRIE O'T. 

IH I think on this warld's pelf, 
And how littie I hae o't to myſelf; 
I figh when I look on my thread-bare coat, 
And ſhame fa” the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Johnny was the lad that beld the plough, 

But now he has got goud and gear enough; 

I weel miad the day when he was na* worth a groat, 
And ſhame fa the gear and the baprie o't. 


Jenny was the laſs that mucked the byre, 
Eut now ſhe goes in her filken attire: 

And ſhe was a laſs who wore a plaiding coat, 
And ſhame fa” the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Yet a' this ſhall never danton me, 

Sae laug's | keep my fancy free; 

W hile I've but a penny to pay t'other pot, 
May the d—I tak the gear and the bagrie o't. 


++ 


MEDLEY. 
gt Bell and Mary Gray 
Kilt thy coat, Maggy 
It's I would have my gov n made 
Down the burn, Da ie 
J long for thy virginity 
The captain ſhall uot get thee 
An' thou wert my ain ti. ng, 
Deazl; would i love tee 
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The barber and his baſon 

The bonny laſs of Peatie's mill 

The free and accepted maſon 
Dear Billy, wilt thou go to battle? 

Johnny, cock up thy beaver 
Bannocks of barley-meal 

The auld gaud aver 


Green-ſlceves and pudding-pies 
The lads of Galla-water 

I with I were where Helen lyes 
Bonny Maggy Lauder 

The Earl of Murray's bonny thing 
The well-bouket ballop 


My dear, come play me't o'er again 


Fl throw the moor for a' that 
 Ofer the hills and far awa' 
Ranting roaring Willy . 
Where will our goodman lye? 
The gleed Earl of Kelly 
Jocky's fu' and Jenny's fain 
Hay Tammy Bra 
Crack a louſe on Maggy's wame 
Little Cockabendie 
Bonny laſs of Livingſton 
Fil make you be fain to follow me 
Auld way of clout the cauldron 
The yellow hair'd laddie 
And you court a laſs that's gay 
Peggy I mult love thee 
Bonny Kate of Edinburgh 
The birks of Abergeldie 


I canna* win hame to Epie, I trow 

I have loſt my marrow 
Had awa' from me, Donald 

Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow 
Sour plumbs of Gallaſhiells 

The bonny braes of brankſom 
The bounieſt laſs in a' the town 
Ringle-ey'd Crooked-ſhoulder 
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Cutty - ſpoon and tree · laddle 
Corn rigs is bon 
Hay how the lang- ſaddle 
Up the reel of Boggy 
Hap me with thy petticoat 
The bonny brooked laſſie 
What have 1 done for want of wit 
Blink o'er the burn, ſweet Betty 
John Hay's bonny laſſie 
The bonny coalier's daughter 
Chevy-chace and Hardyknute 
Bonny Maggy Lauder 
As I came in by Faulkland-fair 
Hey the Lockart-lce, man 
Three fiſhers good in Largo-bay 
Come ben and kiſs me, man | 
How can I be fad on my wedding-day ? 
Fey upon Carnegie 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae 
We'll o'er the muir to Maggy 
Nanſy's to the green- wood gane 
— Kind Katharine Ogie 
Tammy Lammy's drunken wife 
Donald, ird my cogte. 


| DumBaRTON DRuus. 


Unzarron's drums beat bon | 
When they mind me of my dear onny—O: 
How happy am I, , | : 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O ! 
Tis a foldier alone can delight me—O, 
Yer is looks do invite me—O : 
tle guarded in his arms, 
. Tu fear no war's alarms, 
Neither danger nor _ ſhall e'er fright me—O, 
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My love * handſome laddie—O, 

Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy—O; 
Tho' commiſhons are =. 

Yet III by him one this year, 

For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie—O. 

A foldier has honour and bravery—O, | 

Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O 
He minds no other thing ; 
But the ladies or the King: 

For ev'ry other care is but ſlavery—0. 


Then I'll be the captain's lady—O: 

Farewel all my friends and my dady—O ; 
Fl wait no moe at home, 

| But I'll follow with the drum, 

And whene'er that beats !'1l be ready—O. 

Dumbarton's drums found bonny—O : 

They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny—O : 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my foldier's knee, 

And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O! 
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 ETTRICK Ba NES. 


N Ettrick Banks, in a fummer's night, 
At glowming, when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſie braw and tight, 
Come wading barefoot a' her lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I fling 
My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 


I faid, My laſſie, will you go | 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn? 
Pl baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 
Chear up your heart my bonny laſs, 
„There's gear to win we never faw. 
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All day, when we have wrought eno 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the fun gaes welt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 
Pl ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring ; 
And thus the,weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-tine bring 
Our pleaſant ſimmer back again. 


Syne, when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans plent o'er ilka field, 
F'l meet my lats among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſimmer ſheild. 
Then far frae a their ſcornſu' din, 
That mike the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh. and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


Bos or DUMBLANE. 


Ass iE, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
And I'll lend you my ripling kame; 
Eor fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 


alto yo gag to hg gronn3 of yore tennting, 
Bulk ye braw, and dinna think thame ; 
Conſider in time, if leading of moakies 


Be frank my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And tak my word and offer again, 

Syne ye may have chance to repeat it meikle- 
Ye. did not accept of the Bob of Dumblane, 


The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
For I'm grown dowie wt lying my lane; 
Away then leave baith minny and dady, 
te bad © cet 
» 2. 
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Tarr Joylar Bzcear. 
ERE wasa jovial he had a wooden- 
Was lamefrom his cradle, and forced for to beg. 
Aud a begging we will go, u. ge, we'll go, med. go, 
Aud « begging we will go. 


A bag for my oat-meal, another for my rye; 


A little bottle by my fide, to drink when I am dry. 
And a b:gging, &c. 


A bag for my beef, and another for my ſalt; 
A little pair of crutches, to ſhew how I can halt. 
And a begging, &c. 


A. bag for my bread, and another for my cheeſe ; 
A little dog to follow me, and gather what leave. 
Aud a begging, &c, 


Seven years I ſerved my good old Mr. Wild, 


And ſeven years 1 beggod, when I was but a child. | 


Aud a begging, &c. 


1 hed the poeiny anck Gor to whinge e. 

. earned aentrads 
And a begging, &c. 

 Fatherlefs,and mothericfs, waealways my complaint, 


Aud none that ever faw me but took mefor a ſaint. 
And a begging, &c. 


I begged for my maſter, and got him ſtore of pelf; - 


But jove — — 
| "oo be a begging, &c. 


To Pimlico's we'll $0, where we will merry be, 
With ev'ry man a can in's hand, 6 
on his knee. 
Aud a begging, &c. 


When we are thus diſpoſed, we tumble on the gras, 


With a long patched-coat, for to hide a bonny laſs. 
And a begging, &c. 


WW - * 
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IF we ſhall get a brat or two, we learn them our 


And they'll ſupport, like gentle-folk, their mam-- 


my and their dad, 
When a begging they do go, &c. 
I live within a hollow tree, and there. I pay no rent; 
And Providence provides for me, and I am well 
content. 


Aid a b:gging, &c. 


I fear no plots againſt me, but live in open cell, 


Then who would be a king, when a beggar lives 
ſo well. : . 


Aud a beg ging, &c. 
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TAE Jorry BEC CAR. 
— was a jolly beggar, and a begging he 
was bound, | 
And he took up bis quarters into a land'art town. 
Aud we'll go 12 more & roving, a roving in the night, , 
l go no mire a roving, = let the moon ſhine 
nc er ſi bright. 
And we'll go uc more a roving. 


He wad neither ly in barn, nor yet wad be in byre, 


But in ahint the ha” door, or elie afore the fire. 


Aud well gs ns mor? a roving, &c. 


The beggar's bed was made at e en, wi” good clean + 
itraw and hay, 
And in ahint the ha door, and there the beggar lay. 
Aud w:ll ge ud more a roving, UC. 
Up raiſe the goodman's dochter, and for toibar the - 
door, y | 
And there ſhe faw the beggrr ſtandin' i” the floor. 
Aud well go no more a roving, & c. 
Ne took the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed he ran, 
© hooly ! holy wi' me, Sir, yell waken our good 
„man. | | 
Aud u. J go no more a roving, &. 


> 
- IJ 


— 
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mag a cunnin' loon, and ne er a word he 
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we A go no more 4 roving, &c. 


6 tre any dp — tell me 


And what wad ye do wi them, my hinny, and my 
0 
And we'll go no more a reving, &c. 


They'lt rive a' my mealpocks, and do me meikle 
wrang. 
| O dool for the doing ot! are ye the poor man ? 


And ue I go no more a roving, &c. 


Then ſhe took up the mealpocks, and flang them o'er - 


the wa', 
The den gue wi the mealpocks, my maidenhead 
and a. 
Aud well go no more a roving, &c 
— —— at leaſt the laird of 
rodie : 


© dool for thedoing o't ! are you the poor bodie ? 
Aud we'll go no more a reving, &c, 
He took the laſſie in his arms, and gae her kiſſes three, 
And toyr-and-twenty hunder mark to pay the nou- 
rice-fee, | 
And w. go no more a roving, & 
He took 8 his ſide, and blew baith loud aud 
rill 
And four-and-twenty belted knights came ſkipping 
o'er the hill, 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 
And he took out his little knife, loot a his duddies fa”, 
And he was the braweſt gentleman that was amang 
them a 
Aud ve I go no more a roving, &c. 
The 8 cliver loon, and he lap ſhoulder 
eight 
O ay for 9 as I gat yeſternight . 
4:4 we Seu ore a rev. FS» VC. 
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Taz Hun sEE BEZGGAR. 


T Scotland there liv'd a humble b v 

4 He had neither houſe, nor hald, nor hame, 
But he was weel liked by ilka bodie, 

And they gae him ſunkets to rax his wame: 


A hivefow of meal, and handfow of groats, 
A dadd of bannock, or herring brie, 


Cauld parradge, or the lickings of plates, 
Wad make him as blyth as 12 could be. 


This beggar he was a humble beggar 
The feint a bit of pride had he, « 
He wad a ta'en his a'ms in a bikker, 
Frae gentleman, or poor bodie. 


His wallets ahint and afore did hang, 
In as good order as wallets could be : 
A lang kail-gooly hang down by his ſide, 
And a meikle nowt-horn to rout on had he. 


It happen'd ill, it happen'd warſe, 
It happen'd ſae, that he did die: 
And wha do ye think was at his late-wake, 
But lads and laſſes of high degree. 


Some were blyth, and fome were ſad, 
And ſome they play'd at Blind Harrie; 
But ſuddenly up- ſtarted the auld carle, 
I redd ye, good folks, tak' tent o me. 


Up gate Kate that fat i the nook, 
Von kimmer, and how do ye ? 
Up he gat, and ca'd her limmer, 
And ruggit and tuggit her cockernonie. 

houkit his grave in Duket's kirk-yard, 

E'en far frae the eompanie; 

But when they were gaun to lay him i the yirdp. 
Tue feint a dead nor dead was he. | 
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And when they brought him to Duket's kirk-yar 
He dunted on the kiſt, the broads did flie ; 0 

And when they were gaun to put him i' the yird, 
In fell the kiſt, and out lap he. 

He cry d, I'm cauld, I'm unca cauld, 
Fu' faſt ran the fock, and fu” faſt ran he: 
But he was firſt hame at his ain ingle ſide, 
And he helped to drink his ain dirgie. 


Mav-Evg: er, KATE or AsZERDEEN.. 


H flver moon's enamour'd beams 
Steals foftly through the right, 
10 wanton with the winding ſtreams, 
And kits reflected light: 
To courts begone! heart - ſuothing Ceep, 
Where you've to ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and fwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars ker golden gat 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and fwains ſhall all declare 

I be promnts'd May, when ſeen, 

Not halt fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Pl tune. my pipe to playful notes, 

And route yon nodding grove, | 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtain their throats, 
And hail the maid I love. 

At ber approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 

Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
"Fis Kate of Aberbeen. 


— 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance-young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their tove-tun'd lay, , 
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Tin May, i in morning-robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen ; 
The nymphs and fwains exulting cry, 
* Here s Kate of Aberdeen! 


SDSS PSSS229008 


Ove's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of michief, full of woe : 
All his joys are mix'd with ſmart, 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow ; 
And, ſerpent-like, he ſtings the breaſt 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs d. 


Tart Knrre-GrINnDER. 


T s grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry degree, 
From jewel deck'd great, to low poverty: 


Whatever * ſtation, it ns the ſeuſe, 

And the wheel goes round to wind in the pence. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' I'm but a journeyman—Krives to grind. 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 

He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf: 2 
He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obtain, 
And his country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets the gain. 
The rich grind the poor, is a fiying of old, 

The merchant the e 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtia n, you be, 
Or 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares, 


The curtain he'll draw, and difplay the ſtate-play'rs :- 
my is a ſtaunch grinder, to ſome tis well known, 


And they're anghtily gall'd by the grit of his ſtone. 
I too am a grinder :—what, what, Sirs, of that ? 


Lam but in taſte, ance I copy the great: 
To be, Sir, i Fll tell you my mind, 


'Tis for what can get makes me willing to grind. 
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Tar Cnanns or a BoTTLE. 


=" mortals, whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 
Fo ever depriv'd of Hope's all-cheering ray, 
Nor know what it is to be happy a day, 

Obey then the ſummons, the botile invites, 


Drink deep, and I l{ warrant, it ſts you to rights. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho” all Europe's powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh fai:ors need ne'er care a 'ot, 
Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape-ſhot. 
Obey then the ſunmont, &c. 


Was each dull pedantical text-ſpinning vicar, 

To leave off dry preaching, and ftick to his liquor, 

© how would he wiſh for that power divine, | 

To change, when he would, ſimple water to wine, 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubl'd mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not that bletfing in Bacchus you'll find, 
Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind. 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


— ' NE» 


A ge of war be heard from afar, 
With trumpets and cannons' alarms ; 

Let the brave, if they will, by their valour or (kill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. 


To live ſafe, and retire, is what I deſire, 

Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain true peace, without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt. 


In ſome cottage or cell, 8 
b 


m8 peaceabl e life, to be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 
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Ows ef ve ſhould ever bind, 
Men, who are to honour true: 


muſt have a favage mi 
Who refule the fair their due. 


Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who fr om — do ſwerve ; 


So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch Achtel. ſwains to ſerve. 
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A FAVOURITE TWO-PART So. 


W Bibo thought fit from the world to re- 
| treat. 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
Ne wou' d be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 

* Trim the boat, and {it quiet!” ſtern Charon re- 
« You may have * drunk when you 

= dy'd. 25 


BryrhSOME BRIDAL. 


Y let us a' to the bridal, 

or there will be a lilting there, 

For ock's to be married to Maggie, 
The lais wi' the gowden hair. | 

And there will be langkail and porridge, 
And 8 of barley-meal, 

And there will be good iwt-herring,. 
To reliſh a ones af good ale. 

Fy let us, &. 


And there will be Saundy the ſoutar, 
And Will wi' the meikle mou: 

And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinkler I trow 


5 1 144 J 
And there will be bow'd legged Robbie, 


With thumblets Katie's goodman ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, 
Fy let us, &c. 
And there will be ſowlibber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' tht mill, 
 Capper-nos'd Francie, and Gibbie 
That wons in the how o the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in wi” black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſniv'ling Lilly, and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
Fy let ns, &c. 
And Madge that was buckl'd to Stennie, 
And cott him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe : 
And there will be gleed Geordy janners, 
And Kirſh wi' the lily-white leg, 
W ha gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Monſmeg. 
Fy let us, &c. 
And there will be juden Maclourie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flea-lugged ſharney-fac d Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg, 
And there will be bapper- ars d Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Florie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippet Griſy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 
Fy let us, &c. | 
And there will be girn-again Gibb 
Wi his glaiket wife jenny Bell, 
And mifle-ſhin'd Mungo Macapie, 
The lad that was fkipper himſel': 
There lads and laſſes in 77 
Will feaſt i' the heart of the ba“, 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carli nge, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 
H let us, &c. 
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And there will be fadpes and brochen, 
With fouth of good gabbock of ſkate, 
 Powſowdie, and drammock, and crowdie, 
And caller nowtfeet in a plate. 
And there will be partens and buckies, 
And whytens and fpaldins enew, 
And fingit ſheephe ids and a haggi 
Aud ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpue. 
y let us &c. 


And there will be lapper'd milk kebbucke, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 
With ſwats and well-{craped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 
And there will meal-kail and caſtocks, 
And ſleink to ſup till ve rive; | 
Ant roaſts to roaſt on a brander 
Of flowks that were taken alive. 
Fy let us, &c. 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangles, 
And a mill of good faiſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 

Well riſe up and dance till we die. 

Fy let us, &c. 


KaTHARINE OGIE. 
F ig walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 
While May's feet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flow'rs which grew fo rarely : 
I chanc'd to meet a prety maid, 
She ſhin'd though it was fopgie : 
I aſk'd her name: Swet Sir. ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 
I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To fee a nympb fo ſtately : 
So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country-maid fo _ 
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Like a lilie in a bogie; ads 
.Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 

Like this fame Katharine Opie. 


Thou flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 
Who fees thee, fure muſt prize thee; 
Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 

Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handfome air and graceful look, 
Far excelis any clowniſh rogie ; 
Thou' rt mach for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine C pie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain! 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 

At boughtivg time to leave the plain. 
In milking to abide thee ; 

Fd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 

Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmen's dangerous ſtations: 

F'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 

Fd fmile at conq' ring nations: 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 

This laſs of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are toys, and till look leſe, 

Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a creature, 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in Nature. 

Clouds of defpair ſurround my love, 

8 * dark 3 : 

Pity my caſe, ye powers abo e, 
Elſe 1 Ge * Katherine Ogic. 
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Orp Kings COUL. 


LD King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old foul was he: 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 

And they brought him in ſiddlers three: 
And every fidler was a very good fidler, 

And a very good fiddler was he. 
Fidel-didel, fidel-didel, went the fidlers three: 
And there's no a lus in braid Scotland, 

Compared to our fweet Marjory. 


Old King Coul was a jolly old foul, 
And a jolly old foul was he: 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 
And they brought him in pipers three : 
Ha-didel, how-didel, ha-didel, how-didcl, went the 
pipers three: 
Fidel-didel, fidel-didel, with the fidlers : 
And there's no a laſs, Sc. 


Old King Coul was a jolly old foul, 
And a jolly old foul was he: 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 
And they brought him in harpers three: 
Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the har- 


pers; 

Ha -didel, how-didel, ha-didel, how-didel, with - 

the pipers ; | 
Fidel-didel, fidel-didel, with the ſidlers; 
And there's no a laſs, &c. - 


Old King Coul was a jolly old foul, 

And a jolly old foul was he: be 

Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 
And they brought him in trumpeters three. 
Twara- rang, twara-rang, went the trumpeters ;- 


Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, with the har- 


Ha-didel, how-didet; with the pipers ; 
_ Fidel-didel, fidel-didel, with the three; 
And there's no a ys | 
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Old King Coul was a jolly old foul, 
And a jolly old foul was he: 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 
And they brought him in drummers three. 
Rub-a-dub, rub-a-dub, went the drummers ; 
Twara-rang, twara-rang, with the trumpeters ; 


Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, with the har - 


pers; | 

Ha-didel, how-didel, with the pipers; 

Fidel-didel, fidel-didel, with the fidiers three: 
And there's no a laſs, &c. 
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Tax' YOUR AULD CroAk ABOUT YOU. 


TN Winter when the rain rain'd canld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And Boreas, wi his blaſts fae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a our ky to kill: 

Then Bell my wife, wha lo'es nae ſtrife, 
She faid to me right haſtily, 5 

Get up, goodman, fave Crommy's life, 

tak your auld cloak about you. 


O Bell, why doſt thou flyte and ſcorn ? 


Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin: 
It is fo bare and overworn, 

A cricke he thereon cannot rin : 
Then Fl nae langer borrow nor lend, 

For ance I'll new apparel'd be, 
'To-morrow I'll to town and fpend, 

For I'll have a new cloak about me. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And the is come of a good kine; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns' mon, 
4 And I am laith that qt ſhou'd tyne:; 
et up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The kn ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Noth never made a grac ious end, 
Gae tak” your cloak about you. 
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My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now it's {cantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die; 
Then I'll be proud, ſince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but ha't-a-crown ; 
Ile faid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and lown : 


He was the king that wore a crown, 


And thou'rt a man of laigh degree; 
"Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Every land has its lain law, 
Ik kind of corn has its ain hool ; 
I think the warld's a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule: 
Do ye not fee Rab, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded pallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the ate ? 
Flt have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat it's thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken, 
And we have had, between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny lailes ten: Nu 
Now they are women grown and men, 
I with and pray well may they be; 
And, if you'd prove a good huſband, 
E'en tak' your auld clcak about ycu. 


Bell, my wife, ſie Io'es nae ftrife, 
But ſhe wad guide me, if the can; 
And, to maintain an eaſy lite, 
L aft maun yield, tho' I'm goodman » 7 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye gi'e her a' the plca: 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak” my auld chak about me. 
Miz: 


1 7 


HEernErDs, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry humour try ; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 

Sometimes laugh, and fometimes cry. 
Soft denial are but trials 

Of the heart we wiſh to gain; - 
Tho” we're ſhy, and feem to fly, 

It you purſue, we fly in vain. 


233 ſoft, ye winds; be calm, ye ſkies; . 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe ; 

Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs. 

Eall forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs.. 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 
_ Shall flouriſh ow my fair one's breaſt; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flow'r moſt. ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 
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A FAVOURITE DUVET AN p Cnorvs. 


X .. _ aud A CE fa 


EE the conquering hero comes, 

Sound the trumpets, beat the drums, 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him fing. 


See the god-Fke youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance, 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the heroes brow divine. 
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T uE Invitation. 
NONE Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come, and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The dongſters warble in the wood... 1 


ens. — n , 
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Come Colin, haſte, O come away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay : 
When you return, the vernal breeze. 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


Oh! come and fee the vi' lets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing; 
Your eyes our joy leſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte! and make us happy here. 


2 my dreſs and my manners is funple and 


— 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain; 
My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands a-year. 


Tho' bent down with age, and for {porting uncouth, 
Lfeel no remorſe for the fol lies of youth; 

I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice. in my ſong, 

And my boys think my age not a moment too long. 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place ; 

Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 

That of honeſt I prize—and that title's my own.. 


Sch. h ο »-op »Þ+ op» dp ο 
Tu SEASON OF Love. 


R1GnrT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 

- Hisall-chearing beams do Nature reſtore ; - 
The cowtſlip and daily, the vi'let and roſe, 
Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe > 
The birds cheerful notes are heard. in each grove, 
All Nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love. 


The. nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping. 
amainn,.. 
All haſten. to join in the ſports of the plain; 
Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 
The face that is. hianeſt ſecurely can finile : - 


C 
The heart that's ſincere in affeftion, may prove 
All Nature's force in the ſeaſon of love. 


O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends, that expect us, accuſe our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 

I'll ftrive for my ſhepherd the garland to win. 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the feafon of love. 


Wu the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 


dwell 
On a mountain, a moor, ir a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts, or a palace, to me. 


Let the vain, and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 

I yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! tis all they can taſte. 


. 


SONGTOR THREE VOICES. 
FT ET ambition fire thy mind, 
4 Thor wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd; 
Scorn thy croox, and leave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings thall tread ; 
Joys incireling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way cer thy fancy lead. 


Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empi.e pleaſure are: 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 
Shepherd, if thou'It yield the prize, 
For the blellings 1 beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the fkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


Fre Un WY Þ> A, 


COL 
Dawn or Horx. 


Aa of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes —— 
3 my deareſt Damon lives, 


him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh! ſend fome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my Love. 


Thus, in a ſecret, friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia * 


While courteous Echo lent ber aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


8 Damon's well-known face 
has homes ; 


ae, Sg, ringer to her embrace, 


Cruanms or Lovely PEGGY. 


Nee more [Ill tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell: 5 
349 1 quell, 
That burns for thee, my Peggy. 
Yet greater bards the lyre ſhould hit ; 
For pray what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſacred wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun juſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the new-beſpangled thorn 


Does not fo much the day adorn. 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy wel, - 
He's not fo beauteous as, undreſt, | 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


Le J 

Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With ber the bleating flocks [i'd feed, 
And pipe upon my oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All pleaſes while ſhe's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 

All's dark without my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damalk roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. ED 

I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And, truſt me, nought but truth I fay, 

The fragrant breath of blooming May, 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. 


While bees from flower to w-_y do rove, 
And linnets warble through th ve, 

Or ſtately ſwains the waters -— 4 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 

And when Death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that wounds my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I 

Adieu! my lovely Peggy. 


CunmBpErnNautD-Houss. 

OM anxious zeal and factious ſtrife, 

From all th' uneaſy cares of life, 
From beauty ſtill to merit blind, 
And ſtill to fools and coxcombs kind; 
To where the woods, in brighteſt green, 
Like riſing theatres are ſeen, | | 
Where gently murm'ring runs the rill, 
And draws freſh ſtreams from ev'ry hill. 


Where Philomel, in mournful trains, . 
Like me, of hopeleſs love complains, 
Retir'd, I paſs the live-long day, 
Aud idly trifle life away. 
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, to tender accents 

err ſlight, each ſcorn and wrong, 
Then Reafon to my aid I call, 

Review paſt ſcenes, and ſcorn them all. 


ior thoughts my mind engage, 
Allur'd by Newton's tempting page, 
Thro' new-found worlds | wing my Bight, 
And trace the glorious ſource of light 
But ſhould Clarinda there e 
With all her charms of ſhape and air, 
How frail my fix d reſolves would prove, 
Again I'd yield, again I'd love. | 


FLOWERS or TRE Foxksr. 


T'VE ſeen the fmiling of Fortune, beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay ; 

Sweet was its bleſſing, and kind its carefling, 
But now it is fled—fled far away. 


Pve ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt, 
With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay, [ 
Sat bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the air 
perfuming, 


But now they are wither'd and weeded away. | 


I've ſeen the morning with gold the hills adorning, 
And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the mid-day : 


I've feen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams ſhining in ſunny 
beams, 


Grow drumly and dark as he row'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune ! why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why ſtill perplex us, poor ſons of a day ? 
Nae mair your ſmiles can cheer me, nae mair your 
rowns can fear me, 


For the flowers of the foreſt are withered away. 


L 166 J 
Same Tune. 


A Div, ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide 
Thro' mazy windings o'er the plain, 
In in ſome lonely cave reſide, 
And ever mourn my faithful ſwain. 
Flower of the foreſt was my love, 
Soft as the ſighing ſummer's gale, 
Gentle and conſtant as the dove, 
Blooming as roſes in the vale. 


Alas! by Tweed my love did ſtray, 
For me he ſearch'd the banks around; 
But, ah ! the fad and fatal day, 
My love, the pride of ſwains, was drown'd. 
Now droops the willow o'er the ſtream, 
Pale ſtalks his ghoſt on yonder grove, 
Dire Fancy paints him in my dream, 
Awake I mourn my hopeleſs love. 


TRE FLOWERS or EDINBURGH. 


Y love was once a bonny lad, 
e was the flower of all his kin; 
The abſence of his honny face | 
Has rent my tender heart in twain. 
J day nor night find no delight, 
In filent tears I ſtill complain; 
And exclaim *"painſt thoſe my rival foes : 
That ha'e ta en from me my darling ſwain. 


Deſpair and anguiſh fills my breaſt, 
Since I have loſt my blooming roſe ; 
I figh and moan while others reſt, 
His abſence yields me no repoſe. 
To ſeek my love Fl range and rove, 
Taro” ev'ry grove and diſt»nt plain; 
Thus FI ne'er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 
I hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 


There's nothing ſtrange in Vature's 
Since parents ſhew fuch cruelty ; 


O>, 
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But I'll mourn and lament, in deep diſcontent, 
For the abſence of my darling fwain. 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 
To ſend a fair and pleafant gale; 
Ye dolphins fweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me on your tail. 
Heavens bleſs yy voyage with ſucceſs, 
of the raging 
ILL 
To meet my lovely darling fwain. 


All joy and mirth at our return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
The bills ſhall ring, and fweet birds ſing, 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain: 
Then Fl range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 


SEO S 


Tak Friar. 


His morning, muſing on my bed, f/, &c. 
A comical ſtory came into my head, fal, &c. 
As droll an old ſtory as e' er you did hear 


Concerning a friar and a maiden fair. e 
Sing ful de ral, &c. 


As this fair maid was to reſt, 

The friar deſir d he 1 bleſt : 
Odd-zooks! ſays ſhe, „ 
For fear of the dangers of hell-fire. 


-As for thoſe dangers you need not doubt, 
If you were in hell | could pray you out: 
IH out of hell you can finners pray, 


Tom cones is mongy you Bull 25 pay. 
0 


—_—  - 
Odd-2ooks ! fays the friar, before I'll lack, 
Fl pawn the black gown from off my back; 
But while he went home, the to 
This fair maid threw a cloth over the well. 
be friar return'd—with joy ſays he, ; 
Love, here is the money, come let us be free : 
Alas! ſays the maid, what caus'd you to ſtay ? 
My father's been here ſince you went away. 


O where ſhall I go, or where ſhall I run, 
To hide me till your father be 4 
Under that cloth you fafe may be, 

For there my father will not you ſee. 


Then unto the cloth the friar he tript, 
And into the well he ſuddenly flipt : 

Alas! ſays the friar, I am in the well; 
No matter, quoth ſhe, if you were in hell. 


You faid you could pray a maid out of hell, 

Try if you can pray yourſelf out of the well: 
Then he did pray, with a forrowful found, 

O help me out, or I ſhall be drown'd. 

She helped him out, and bid him begone ; 

And then he demanded his money again: 

O no, faid the maid, I'll do no ſuch matter, 

Tu make you pay dear for fouling my water. 
The friar went dropping along the ſtreet, 

For he was as wet as a new-wrung ſheet: 
Odd-2ooks ! fays the friar, I ne'er was fo fool d, 
No matter, quoth ſhe, for your courage is cool'd. 


Yev1a, Sylvia, Sylvia one day, - 
She dreſs d herſelf in man's array; 
Witha brace of piſtols by her fide, | 

To meet her true love, to meet her true love, 
She met her true love on the plain, 
And boldly made him for to ſtand ; 
Stand and deliver, ſhe did cry, 
Or elſe this moment you ſhall dic 


| Shan? / 
Deliver it, and your life I'll fave. 
My ing 2 token were, 
My life I'll Iofe, before it I fpare : 
Being tender-hearted, like a dove, 
She rode away from her true love. 


As they walk'd in a garden 


Where, like true lovers, they'd oft been ſeen, 


He ſpy d his watch hang by her clothes, 
Which made him bluſh, like any roſe. 


What bluſh you at, you filly thing ? 

I thought to've got your diamond ring: 
_ *T'was I that robb'd you on the plain, 
So take your gold and watch again. 
Then to the church they did repair, 
Where thele true lovers married were : 
Young Jamie, and his Sylvia gay, 

In joy and mirth they fpent the day. 


Tas LirrIE Cover rkE. 


* 


little maid, 


un was once a little man, and he wood 4 
And he faid, Little maid will you wed, wed, wed. 


I have little more to ſay —ſay me either yea or nay, 
Little faid is ſooneſt mended—ded—ded. 
The little maĩd reply d, Little fir, you've little faid,. 
To induce a little maiden to wed; 
You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little ſtore, 
Ere I to the church will be led. 
O2 
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The little man 


I will raiſe my li ; 
Tho' Pve little for to prate, yet +; is 
By the little god of love I'm T̃8cxreat, 


The little maid rep — 2 If I be your little bri de, 
Pray, what w give me to eat? 
Would the flame, at nerve i tied bn, put a fire 
into the kitchen, 
or the little pod of love fiir the ſpit. 


The little man reply'd, and ſome fay a little cry'd, 
For his little w aA was fill'd with ſorrow, 


With the little that I have I will be your little ſlave, 


And the reſt, my little dear, we will borrow. 


Thus did this little gent — the little maid relent, 
For her little Wag n for to beat; (all; 
Tho his offers were but all, ſhe accepted of them 

Now ſhe thanks her little ſtars for her fate. 


DICK any NEEL. 
LD and peeviſh is the weather, 
This night, I hope, we'll do no harm; 
Says Dick to Nell, let's lig together, 
For to keep each other warm: 
O then we will roll in ſoft delight, 
PH give to my love a kiſs or two; 
We'll — le-cuddle all the night, 
And do what fathers ons mothers. do. 
With a flim-flam I will go to my love,. 
Linkz-lanky, 44. ob 
Pil twink and twank her fa-fal-le-did:- — 
Gh—oth—ob—what joys are there | 


Ko, ſays Nell, FI lig with no man, 

| have often heard it ſaid, 

ids a NS womens 

And to be poifon'd I'm afraid: | 

Or elſe you might roll in ſoft delight, 
Turn to your. love, and. kiſs her too; 

Huddle-cuddle, &:. 


*.. i.) Þ. by 


FA 1 
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Many importunities he made uſe of, 
Kut all alike did prove in vain; 
Unleſs that he'd conſent to marry her, 

Scarce one kiſs could he obtain. 
| Elſe he might roll'd in ſoft delight, 

Turn'd to his love, and kiſs d her too; 
| Huddl d- cuddl d, c. 


6 Very ſoon after they were married, 
Nell to be poilon'd's not. afraid; 
*Tis faid by the pariſh ſhe ne er miſcarried, 
And Dick he. got her maidenhead. 


; O then they did roll in ſoft delight, 
He turn'd to his love, and kils'd her too; 
” || They huddl'd-cuddl'd all the night, 
And did what fathers tnd mothers do. 
& With a flim-flam, flup he went into her 
i Linky-lanky, there—0 there— 
1 He twink'd and twank'd her fa-fal-la-dide— 
Oh—oh—oh—what joys was there ! 
* 66 A AA = ET 


A Nx w SonG on MasoNRY. 
Tune, Shakeſpeare”s Mulberry-tree. 
E Sons of fair Science, impatient to learn 
{. What's meant by a Maſon, you here may difcern: : 
He ſtrengthens the weak, gives light to the blind, 
The naked he clothes —he's a friend to mankind. 
All ſhall yield to Maſonry : 
Bend to the:, bleft Maſonry 1 . 5 
Mate hi.ſi is He, whou found:d thee! 
Aud thou, lik: Him, immortal ſhall be. 


He:walks on the Level of honour and truth 
And ſpurns the trite paſſions of folly and youth; 
The Compatls aud Square all his frailties e, 
And his ultimate object is Brothe:ly Love. 

All ſhall yield, &c. 


The: Temple of Knowledge he gobly doth raiſe, . ! 
Supported by ws” wy Learning its baſe; 
| } 3 


ff 
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W hen rear d and adorn' d, Strength and Beautyunite, 
And he views the fair ſtructure with conſcious de- 
All ſhall yield, &c. [light. 
With fortitude bleſs d, he's a ſtranger to fears, 
And, govern'd by Prudence, he cautiouſly ſteers, 
Till Temperance ſhews him the port. of Content, 
And juſtice, unafk'd, gives a Sign of conſent. 
Al ſhal! yield,” &c. | 


Inſpir'd-by his feelings, he'll bounty impart; 


For Charity ranges at large in his neart: 
And an indigent Brotber, reliev'd from his woes, 
Feels a pleaſure inferior to him who beſtows. 

Al ſhall yictd, &c. | 
Thus a Maſon F've drawn, and expos d to your view, 
And Truth muſt acknowledge the portrait is true. 
Then Members become: Let's be Brothers aud 


Friends, | 
There's a SECRET remaining will make you a- 


All ſhall yield, &c. [mends. 
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Hey Jenxy cont Down To JOCK. 


Ocky he came here to woo, 
On ae feaſt-day when we were-fu' ? 
And Jenny pat on her beſt arrray, 
When ſhe heard Jocky was come that way. 


\ Jenny ſhe gaed up the ſtair, 


Tae poo to change her ſmock : 
And ay fac loud as her mither did rair, 
Hey, Jenny, come down to Jock. 
Jenny The came down the ſtair, 

And he bobbin and bakin ben; 
Her ſtays they were lac d, and her waiſt it was jimps 
And a bra' new-made manco-gown. 


Jfocky took her Fy the hand, 
© jenny, can ye fancy me;.. 


ch 
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My father is dead, and he's left me ſome land, 


And bra houſes twa or three; 


And I will gie them a” to thee. 

A haith, quo Jenny, I fear you mock. 
Then foul ta” me gin I ſcorn thee; 

If ye'll be. my Jenny, FI be your Jock. 


Jenny lookit, and ſyne the leugh, 


Ye firſt maun get my mither's conſent. 
A weel, ife, and Sor fre lay ye ? 


Quo” » Jock, I'm weel content,. 
Jenny to her mither did ſay, 
O mither, fetch us ſome good meat ; 
A piece o' the butter was kirn'd the day, 
That Jocky and I the gither may eat. 
Jocky unto Jenny did fay, 
Jenny, my dear, I want nae meat ; 


It was nae for meat that I came here, 


But a 236 


Then Jocky and Jenny were led to their bed, 
And | Joy bs lay neiſt the ſtock ;- 
And five or ſix times ere break of day, 
He aſk'd at Jenny how the lik'd Jock. 
o Jenny, dear Jock, you gi'e me content, 
ary? blets my mither for rs conſent ; 


And on the next morning, before the firſt cock, 
Our jenny did cry, I dearly love Jock. 


Jenny ſhe gaed up the gait, 


Wi' a green gown as fide as her ſmock ; 
And ay ſae loud as her mither did rair, 
Vow, firs, has nae. jenny got jock? 


Jock yr. 


a youth. 


W Jocky was bleſfs'd with your love and 
| your truth, 
Not on Tweed's s pleaſant. banks dwelt fo blithſome 
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With Jenny I ſported it all the day long, 
And her name was the burden and joy of my ſong. 
And her name was the burden and joy of my ſong. 


JenwNy. 
Ere Jocky had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not fo mn 
Such pleaſures with Jocky his Jenny nown, 
. 
Jocky. 


Ah! Jock what fear now poſſeſſes thy mind, 
That Fla ſo conſtant, to Willy's been kind! 


When dancing fo gay with the nymphs on the plain, 


She yielded her hand and her heart to the ſwain. 


ISR Nux. 
You falſely upbraid, —but remember the day 
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay ; 
W henalone with your Lucy, the ſhepherds have faid, 
| ... to jenny you made. 


Jocxy. 


Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my heurt ſray'd from 


thee, 
For Lucy the wanton's a maid {till for me: 


From a laſs that's fo true your fond jocky ne'errov'd, 


Nor once could forfake the kind jenny he low d. 


IEN NV. 

My heart for young Willy ne er panted nor ſigh d, 
For you of that. heart was the joy and the pride. 
While Tweed's waters glide, ſhall your jenny be true 
Nor love, my dear Jocky, a ſhepherd like you. 


Joctr. 

No ſhepherd e er met with fo faithful a fair; 
For kindneſs no youth can 9 compare. 
We'll love then, gu live from 
And none on the plain ſhall be hippy as we. 


* 


Q © M bree doe 
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Locan-WaTER. 
M ever, Fortune, wilt thou 


An unrelenting foe to love ; 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part ; 
2 us 4 on from day to day, 
| and wiſh the foul away, 
. Til youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the lite of lite is gone! 


But buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow,. 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
And join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r 
And I abfolve thy future care; 

All other wiſhes I reſign, 

Make but dear Amanda mine. 


S | mn 


"" 
} 
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Low DOWN IN THE BROOM. 
Was on a Monday morning 
The day appointed was, 
That Pate went forth unto the broom 
3 To meet his bouny lais. 
u, Blithe and 242 as his heart, 
F And ſweetly ſung he, 
She's low down, the's in the broom 
| | Waiting for me, my dear, 
Waiting for me ; 
She's low down, ſhe's in the broom, 
Where merry ſhall we be. 
Now Jenuy ſhe's gane down the broom, 
Ard it's te meet wi” Pate; 
But v hit they faid, —and what they did, 
We thortly ſhall repeat. 
_— and Suri Fang her beart, 
en ſung ſhe, 
ears low —4 he's in 3 
— Waiting for me. 
Waiting * ma; &c. 
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She looked o'er her left thoulder, 
To fee what ſhe could fee, 

And there ſhe ſpy'd her own true love 
Come linkin o'er the lee; 

With his little bonnet on his head, 
His plaid above his knee : 


And he's comming ſkipping o'er the broom Gle 
For to meet with me. £ 
For to meet, Cc. = 
He took his true love in his arms, 
Sae merry was his heart, | 
And faid, My life, my lovely jewel, Th 
My dear, we'll never part. 8 
He faid, my dear, we'll never part, "m 


Until the day we die, 
And fince we're down among the broom 


Merry ſhall we be. 
Merry ſhall we be, Cg. 
Hold off hand, younz man; Gs has, 
n 
For little does my father, 
Or yet my mother know, 
And tos with wondls bn their minds: 
What is become of me, 
They'll little think I'm in tbe broom 
Talking with thee. 
Talking with thee, &c. 
is a canker'd carle, 
He'll nae twin wi his gear ; 
9 min wo? a ſcaulding wife, 
the houſe a ſteer ; 
"Te let them lay, os lot them de, 
It's a ane to me: 
For he's low down, he's in the broom 
That waited on me : | 
Waited on me, Cc. 


My aunty Kate fits at her wheel. 
And fair the lightlies me ; 
But weel ken I it's a” envy, TW 
For ne'er a Jo has ſhe. J 
But let them, Cc. 


C 167 J 


My coufin Kate was fair beguil'd 
WY johnny i the glen; 
And ay ſinſyne ſhe cries, Beware 
Of falſe deluding men. 
But let them, &c. 
Gleed Sandy he came weſt ae night 
And fpier'd when I faw Pate; 
And ay ſinſyne the nei round 


They jeer me air and late. 
But let them, &c. 

They parted blithe, and weel content, 
Sae merry mat they be; 
For a conſtant ſwain has Patie prov'd, 
And a kind lafs was ſhe. 
Ye've waited on me, my love, 

Ye've waited on me; 
Ye've waited lang among the broom, 
Nov I am bound to thee: 
"Sac let them fay, or let them do, 
Ti a' ane to me; 
Tor I have vow'd to love you, lad, 
Untill the day I die. 


nenn. e- drt: r rep I a IG. <a; 


| Lack or GoLD. 
M the lack of gold ſhe's left me, 
And of all that's dear bereft me: 
dhe me forſook for a great duke, | 
And te endleſs woes ſhe's left me. 
A ſtar and garter have more art 
Than youth, a true and faithtul heart ; 
For empty titles we muſt part, 
And for glitt'ring ſhow ſhe's left me. 


No cruel fair ſhall e er more move 
7 injur'd heart again to love; 
rough diſtant climates I muſt rove, 
Since my jeany ſhe has left me. 
Ye Pow'rs above, I to your care 
Give up my charming lovely fair ; 


eur choiceſt biſſings be her ſhare, 


Tho' ſhe's for ever left me. 


7, » 
Prwxty-Houss.. 
Y Pinky-Houſe oft let me walk, 
. While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
And gaze o'er all her charms ; 
O let me, ever fond, behold 
Thoſe graces void of art ! 


Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 


In willing chains my heart. 

O come, my Love! and bring a-new 
That gentle turn of mind; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By Nature's hand defign'd : | 


That beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 


Firſt lighted up this flame ; 
Which, like the fun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the fame ! 
Le light Coquets! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art! 
How feldom it a lover brings ! 
Ho rarely keeps a heart! 
r from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful eaſe ; 


That bluſhing modeſty that warms; 


That native art to pleaſe ! 


Come then, my Love! O come along ! 


And feed me with thy charms ; 
Come, fair Inſpirer of my ſong 
O fill my longing arms! 

A flame like mine can never die, 
_— _—_ MW _ 4 thine, 
heav'nly fair, ſo bright the e 

And £11 the Cel dens i: 


Tarr Run-away BID R. 


A Lapp and a laſſie 
£ Dwelt in the fouth countrie, 


And they hae caſſen their clais theg ither, 


And married they wad be. 
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Sn a 
11 rinawa bride, 


For ta en the gie. | 
The br hugg d and kiſs'd | 
p nd preſs'd ber to Meſs John; = 
But ſhe's run awa', and left him 
e | 

rom town to town ſought | 

r * 
Then hey, &c. : 


Her father and her mither 


And ay they ran they came 


e en; 


Saw ye a laſs wi a hood and a mantle, 
Shou'd been married on Tiſeday 'teen ? 


'Fd gien her L RA 
1 en a tune o | 
/ And ſet my fancy free; l 
And ſyne play up our rinawa bride, 
And lutten her tak the gie. 


Tf He had but allow'd her 
To've come to berſel agai 

He needed not to have ru'd her, 
To eaſe him of his pain: 

For if that he had been eaſy, 
She'd been more keener than he : 

Then hey, Cc. 


She had nae run a mile or twa, 
When ſhe began to conſider, 
The ang' ring of her father dear, 
„ _— of mither; 
The flighting of the filly bridegroom, 
The beſt © a' the three; 
Then hey, c. 


The bride's beſt-maid was grieved 
To hear the bridegroom cry : 
And ſo merrily as ſhe chear'd bim, 

What think ye of you and I? 
Let's join our hands right frankly, 
And wedded we will be: 
And let Meg Dorts go belt herſel', 
Since ſhe has ta'en the gie. 


So ſcon Meſs John was ſent for, 
To tye up the marrage-bands : 
When the ſaucy bride the heard it, 
She ſcreech'd and clap'd her hands: 


But the bridegroom mock'd and jeer'd her, 


Saying, You've come too late for me- 
Go tell your father and mother 
How I can cure the gie. 


A 
A Mar ro my Min. 


men wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins deſpis d 
To all — greeting, theſe lines are per- 
mis'd 
Fm a maid that would marry—oh ! could I but find, 
I care not for fortune—a man to my mind, | 
A man to my mind, 
A man to my mind, | 
I care not for fortune—a man to my mind. 


Not the fair-feather'd fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs; 
Not the ſquire, that can reliſn no joys but the chace ; 


Not the {> GE rake, whom no morals can 
ind 


Neither this, that, nor to'ther's the man tomy mind. 
Not the — ſot, who tops world without 


Not the drone, that cant't reliſh his bottle and friend: 
Not the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl, that's 


Neither this, Ec. [unkind ; 
Not the rich with Full bags, without breeding ot or 
merit; 


Not the flaſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit: 
Not the fine Mr. Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 
Neither this, &c. 


But the youth, whom good ſenſe and good-nature | 


Whom the brave-muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould 
admire : [join'd, 

In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour con- 

This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


SAE MERRY AS WE HAE BEEN. 
Lass that was laden'd with care 
Sat heavily under yon thorn: 
1 liften'd a while for to hear, 
When thus ſhe 2+ to mourn: 


My 
— 


nipp! 
that. 


merry 
heart 


1 
40 
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Peggy doth diſcover 
Nought but charms all over; 
Nature bids me love her. 
That's a law to me. 


Who would leave a lover, 
To become a rover ? 


With faint leaks implore her, 


"Till the pity me. 
6/0 0000000000005 
ons ye kong e ps Sir John Malcolm, | 
If he's a man, Tamer him. 


| qe Coram 


He's ten times dafter than Sir John, 
To hear them of their travels talk, 
To gae to London's but a walk: 

I hae been at Amſterdam, 

Where I ſaw mony a braw madam... 
To fee the wonders of the deep, 
Wad gar a man baith wail and weep: 

To fee the Leviathan's ſkip, 
And wi their tails ding o'er a ſhip, - 


Was ye ever in Crail town? 
Eid ye fee Clark ? 


1 is wig was like a droukit ben, 
nd the. tail ot hang down like a meidle-maxa”. 


X. lang draket gooſe- peu. 


L 174 J 
But for to make ye maĩir enamour'd, 
Ee has a eee 
But forth he ſept unto the door, 
For he took pills the night before. 


KHK KKR 


TE PrISONER's WELCOME. 
Ercoms, welcome, brother debtor, 


To this poor but merry place, 
Where no Bailiff, Dun, nor Setter, 


Dare to ſhow their frightful face: 
But, Kind Sir, as you're a ſtranger, 

Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 
E!fe your coat will be in danger; 

You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement 
From your children, or your wife ; 
Wiſdom lies in true = 
Through the various ſcenes of life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Though beneath the frowns of F 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 


Fears and cares attend the great. 


Though our creditors are ſpiteful, 
And retain our bodies here, 

Uſe. will make a goal deli btful, | 

e to fear: 


Pris' ners are as well as we. 


N. what made Great Alexander 
— at his unfriendly fate? 
ecauſe he could not wander 
* the world's. prĩſou- gate: 
For the world is alſo — 
By the heavens and ſtars above: 


Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but loves 


hy ado 


N 
A 
V 
B 
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Brin p Boy's ComPiarint., 
Sar, what is the thing call'd Light ? 
Which I can ne'er yg | 
What is the bleſſing of the 
O tell—O tell-a poor Blind * 2 


| You talk of wond'rous things you ſee, 
You fay, The fun ſhines bright : 

I feel it warm, but, how can [I 

Diſcern—diſfcern the day f m night ? 


My night and day 1 2 I make, 
Whene'er I wake I play: 
And, could I ever keep awake, 


It would—it would be always day. 


With heavy fighs I often hear. 
You — my helpleſs woe, 

But ſure, with patience, I muſt bear 
The loſs—the lofs I ne er can know. 


Then let not what I cannot have 

My peace of mind deſtroy 

Whilſt thus I fing I am a king, 
Altho'—altho” a poor blind boy. 


CI DE Te —— 


SONG for three Voices. From Conn. I 


Accnvs, aſſiſt us to ſing thy great giory: 
J Chief of the we exult in thy ſtory: 


Wine's frſt projector, 
Mankind's protector, 


Patron to Topers, haw we ds adore thee. | 


Friend to the Muſes, 2 whetſtone. to Venus, 

Herald to Pleaſure, when wine wou'd convene us, 
Sorrow's phyſician, 

| When our 

In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſcreen us. 


Nature ſhe ſmil d when thy birth it was blazed, 
Mankind rejoyc'd when thy altars were raiſed, 
Mieth will be flowing, 


Whilſt the Vine's growing, 
Aud ſaber fouls at our joys be | 


| Th not beau 
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SONG for two Voices. From Mr. Oxivx. 


Accuvs, god of joys divine, 
Be pleaſure ever mine: 
Smile on vot.ry's r 
All bees not worth cu ere. 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quells. 
When the goblet full is fill'd, 
From the cluſt'ring vine diſtill'd, 
Then indeed I'm truly bleſt, 
And ev'ry anxious t 's at reſt: 
While its potent juice. I quaff, 
Still 1 fing, and dance, and laugh. 


Wou'd ye be for ever gay? 
Mortals, learn of me the way ! 
„ tis not love, 
Will alone * 

I you'd raiſe and charm the ſoul, 


SONG fer three Voices. From FaznMan. 


F all the brave birds that ever I fee, 
Tbe owl is the faireſt in her degree, 
For, all the day long, ſhe fits in a tree, 
And when tbe night comes away flies ſhe. 
Te-whit, te-whoo; 
To whom drinks thou? 
This fong i well feng, 1 mal | 

is is we fung, 1 make you a vow; . 
And he is a knave that drinketh now. 


Noſe, nofe, noſe, noſe, | 
And who gave thee that Jolly red noſe? - 
Cu amon ginger, 
| Nut megs and cloves, 


Las! een gone 
Alte. and think myſelf undone; 
But when the lovely ny is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve > hope, yet fear. 
— Thoughtleſs of all but her I rove, 

Ah! tell me, is not this call'd love? 

12289 'r can move me ſo? 
ie with grief when ſhe muſt. 

But I revive at her return; * 

I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, 

Tra ſo ſtrong, ſo fweet, ſo new, 


Was ſhe nac very weel a 
22 woo'd and — 2 . 


OR, . 

Will carry ye hame your corn, 

What wad ye be at, ye jade ? 
Noce d and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's mither, 
What d—1 needs a' this pri de? 
I had nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride; 
My gown was linſy-woolſy, 
And ne'er a fark ava: 
And ye hae ribbons and buſſcins, 
Mae than ane or twa. | 
Woo'd and married, &c. 


What's the matter, quo* Willie 
Lo we 2 & clai's, a2 
We'll creep the nearer the gither, 
And wel {more a the — : 

Simmer is coming on, 
And we'll get teats of woo: 
And we'll get a laſs o our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin claiths anew. 
Moo d and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's brither, 

As he came in wi the kie, 
Poor Willie had ne'er a tane 
DENG WD WT; 

For you're baith proud and 5 
ere 
Gin I canna pet a better, 
He never tak' ane i my life. 
Wou'd and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride s- ſiſter, 

As ſhe came in frae the byre, 
O gin I were but married, 

t's a” that I defire : 


And do the beſt we can; 
Edinna care what I ſhould want, 
IF I cou'd get but a man. 
Weo'd and married, &c. 


But we poor fo'k maun live ſingle, 


] 
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RE Phebus ſhall on the freſh budding ſſowr 
| Or . of their dew ; . 
Sleep on, my Maria, while | deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jeſs'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle, to copy thy hue; 

The lily, to match with thy boſom fo ſweet— 
How faint its reſemblance of you! 


With ſweets of thy breath the hedge-vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 
The thorn ſhall be rob d of the floe for thine eye, 
Yet Nature paints nothing like you. 
The leaves of the Senſitive-plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe, | 
Whoſe hands, if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould 
dare | | 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


TE'RE yet, and we're gayly yet, 

And vey 4x very fou, bel weed gonds yet, 
Then fit ye a while and tipple a bit, 

For we're no very fou, but we're gayly yet. 

There was a lad, and they ca'd him Dicky, 

He gae me a kiſs, and I bit his lippy, 

Then under my apron he ſhew'd me a trick : 

And we're no very fou, but we're gayly yet 

And we're gayly yet, Cc. 


There were three lads, and they were clad, 

There were three laſſes, and they them had. 

Three trees in the orchard are —_ — 

And we's a get enough, we're but young. 
Then up Sit. Aillie, Allie, up wi't Aillie, now, 
Then up wi't Aillie, quo cummer, we'sa get roar- 

And one was kiſs' d in the barn, 
Another was kiſs d in the green, 


ay — ——— —— Üö q — —— —— — — — — — — 


— 
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Now, fy, John Thomſon rin, 


Tl he mow flew vp to her ern. 
Then up wi't, &c. 


Gin ever ye 2 of aps = 
De il get you, my dear Jack, 
There's a man got a a-bed with your wife. 
Then up wi't, &c. 


Then away John Thomſon ran, 
And I trow he ran with ſpeed; 
But before he had run his 
The falſe Joon had done the deed. 


We're gayly yet, 


Sons oF CarE. 


Y the gayly circling glaſs 

We can ſce how minutes paſs: 
By the hollow caſk are told, 

How the waining night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 
Drives us from our iports away : 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, twas made for you! 


Come, then, fill the cheerful glaſs, 
Truth is only found in wine: 

Tales of love are all a farce, 
But true friendſhip is divine. 


OR, . 5. © Th, n 


* SONG. Tune—Lumps of Padding. 
| an” boys—and puſh round the 


Let each ſeize his , and drink to his laſs: 
Away with dull thinking—'tis madneſs to think— 
6 — NT TEED ve nothing to drink. 

Tal de ral, &c 
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Silence-that vile clock, with its iron-tofigu'd bell 
Of the hour that's departed ſtill rin ing the knell: 
nere 
'Tis only a ſignal to moiſten the clay. 


Huzza, boys! let each take a bum in ha 

And ftand—if there's any one pv" go _ 

R 
my Boys 5 

Of drinking and ſpewing how great are the joys! 


My head ! oh, my head !—but no matter, tis Hife; 
Far better than moping at home with one's wife: 
The pleaſures of drinking you're ſure muſt be gra 


When I'm neither able to think, ſpeak, nor = 


. - 


A. a roſy bank of flowers, 

Damon mourn'd his forlorn fate; 
In gh be he ſpent his languid hours, 
And breath'd his woes in lonely ſtate. 


Cay joy no more ſhall cheer his mind, 
No wanton fports can foothe his care, 

Since ſweet Amanda pro, d unkind, 
And left him full of bleak deſpair. 


His looks, that were as freſh as morn, 
Can now no longer ſmiles impart; 
His penſi ve foul, on ſadneſs borne, 
Is rack'd and tore by Cupid's dart. 


Turn fair Amanda! cheer your ſwain, 

Unihroud him from his veil of woe ; 

Range ev* charm to eaſe the pain ; 
That in his tortur d breaſt doth grow. R. F. 
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THE S141.E. 
AL noontide, as Colin and Sylvia lay 
Within a cool jeſſamine-bower, 
A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day, 
Was ſipping 8 flower. - 


2 7 
Near the ſhade of this covert a young ſhepherd 
The gaudy briſk flutterer ſpies, * 
Who held it as paſtime to ſeek and deftroy 
Each beautiful inſect that flies. | 


From the lily he hunted this fly to the roſc ; 
From the roſe to the lily again; | 

Till, weary with tracing its motions, he choſe 
To leave the purſuit with diſdain. 

Then Colin to Sylvia ſmilingly ſaid, 

Amyntor has follow'd you long; 

From him, like the butterfly, Rill have you fled, 

Tho woo'd by his muſical tongue. 


Beware in perfiſting, to ſtart from his arms, 
But with his fond wiſhes comply : 
Come take my advice; or he's pall'd with your 


charms, 


Says Sylvia, Colin, thy fimile's juſt, 
But ſtill to Amyntor I'm coy ; 

For I vow ſhe's a ſimpleton blind that would truſt 
A ſwain, when he courts to deſtroy. R. F. 


Tas HERMITAGE AT BrAlD. 


| W you reliſh a rural retreat, 
Or the pleaſure the groves can infpire, 
The city's allurements forget, 
To this ſpot of enchantment retire. 


Where a valley, and chryftaline brook, 
Whoſe current glides fweetly along, 
Give Nature a fanciful look | 

The beautiful woodlands among. 


Behold the umbrageous trees 

A covert of verdure have ſpread, 

Where ſhepherds may loll at their eaſe, 
And pipe to the mulical ſhade. 


t. 53 1 
For lo! thro* each op ning is heard, 
In concert with = boa. be, 
The voice of a muſical bird, 
Whole numbers do gracefully flow. 


The buſhes and arbours fo green, 
The tendrils of ſpray interwove, 

With foliage ſhelter the ſcene, 
And form a retirement for love: 


Here Venus tranſported may rove 
From pleaſure to pleaſure unſeen, 

Nor wiſh for the Cyprian grove 
Her youthful Adonis to icreen. 


Oft let me contemplative dwell 

On a fcene where ſuch beauties appear: 
I could live in a cot or a cell, 

And never think folitude near. R. F. 
Wiss winding Forth adorns the vale, 

Fond Strephon, once a ſhepherd 

Did to the rocks his lot bewail, yy 

And thus addreſs' d his plaintive lay: 7 
O julia ! more than lily fair, 

More blooming than the kindling roſe, 


How can thy breaſt relent eſs wear 
A heart more cold than v inter's ſnow: ? 


| Yet nipping winter's keeneſt fway, 


But tor a ſhort-liv'd ſpace prevails : 
Spring-time returns and cheers each wan, 
Scented with Flora's fragrant g 
Come, Julia, come, thy love obey, 
Thou miſtreſs of angelic charms ? 
Come ſmiling like the morn in May, 
And center in thy Strephon's arms. 


Amme 
He'll court ſome lolitary grove, 
Where mortal foot did ne er repair, 
— hapleſs love 
8 2 | 


THE RIVERS OF SCOTLAND. 
AN ODE. BY R. FERGUSSON. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. CoLLETT. 
Or Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew, 
From tow ring hills explor d her ſhelter'd vales, 
Caus'd Forth in wild meanders pleaſe the view, 
And lift her waters to the zeyphrs gales, 
Where the glad fwain ſurveys his fertile fields, 
And reaps the plenty which his harveſt yields. 


roc 5 oods, 
Or from ſurrounding banks, or hills, or dale s. 
Chorus, Or to the the ruſhing waters, &c. 


Murmuring ſmoothly to the azure main, 
Exulting Neptune then his trident ſhook, 

And wav'd his waters gently to the plain. 
The friendly Tritons on his 4 4 borne, 


With cheeks dilated blew the hollow-founding born. 


| Y 
To Neptune's empire, and with him to roll 
Round the revolving ſphere from pole to pole; 


C15 J 
RN 
ven 
i= ef thunder, round the world, 
And trembling nations bending to her blows. - 
Chor. To guard Britannia, &c. 
High tow'ring on the zephyrs' breezy I 


Wing, 
Swift fly the Naiads from Fortha's ſhores, 


And to the fouthern airy mountains bring 
Their fweet enchantment, and their magie powers. 


Each nymph her favourite willow takes, 
'The earth with fev'rous tremor 


The ftagnant lakes obey their call, 
Streams o'er the graſſy paſtures fall. 
Tweed ſpreads her waters to the lucid ray, 
the dimpled ſurf the fun-beams play: 

On banks the tuneful ſhepherd lies, 
Cham d with the muſic of his reed, 

Amidft the wavings of the Tweed: | 

From ſky- reflecting ſtreams the river nymphs ariſe. 

Chor. On her green banks, &c. 


The liſt'ning muſes heard the ſhepherd play, 
Fame with her. brazen trump proclaim'd his name; 
And, to attend the graceful lay, 
Pan from Arcadia to Tweda came. 
Fond of the change, along the banks he ſtray d, 
And ſung, unmindful of 85 Arcadian ſnhade. 
AIR, Tweedſide. 
Attend ev'ry fanciful ſwain, 
Whoſe notes ſoftly flow from the reed; 
With harmony guide the fweet ftrain, 
To ſing of the beauties of Tweed: | 
Wines the cantly of wand, and of ſtreams 
In foothing ſweet melody join, 
To enliven your paſtoral themes, 
And make human numbers divine. 
_ Chor. Ye warblers f.om the vocal grove, 
The tender woodlar d — approve, 
While Tweed in ſmoother cadence glides, ', 
Oer flow * nales in gzutle wy - 
N3- 
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And as ſhe rolls ber ſilver waves along, 
Murmurs and ſighs to quit the rural ſong: 
Scotia's great Genius, in ruſſet clad, 
From the cold wy Ap op A head, 
In joyful rap the change eſpies. 
Sees living deſcend, and groves ariſe. 


A i R, Gilderop.. | 


As fable clouds, at early day, 
Oft dim the ſhining ſkies, 

So gloomy thoughts create diſmay, 

And luſtre leaves her eyes. 

* Ye pow'rs! are Scotia's ample fields 
«© With fo much beauty grac d, 

© To have thoſe ſweets your bounty yields; 
© By foreign foes defac'd ? 


« O [ove! at whoſe ſupreme command 

«© The limpid fountains play, 
„ O'er Caledonia's northern land 
X % Let reſtleſs waters ſtray. 

« Since, from the wide creation roſe, 
© Thou'ſt made a facred vow, 

« That Caledon to foreign foes 
Should ne er be known to bow.“ 


The mighty T hund' rer, on his ſapphire throne, 
In Mercy's robes attir'd; heard the tweet voice 
Of female woe—loft as the moving ſong 
Of Philomela, midſt the ev'ning ſhades; 
And thus return d an anſwer to her pray'rs : 
"© Where birks at Nature's call ariſe; 
«© Where fragrance hails the vaulted ſkies; 
«© Where my own oak its umbrage ſpreads, 
„ Delightful midſt the woody ſhades : 
«© Where ivy mould'ring racks entwines; 
Where breezes bend * lofty pines: 
« There ſhall the laughing Naiads ſtray, 
% 'Midſt the ſweet banks of winding Tay.“ 


Trom the dark womb of earth Tay's waters ſpring, 


 Qrduia'd by Jove's unalterable. voice: 


L 
1 
1 
1 


Cool o'er the ſurf the breezes blow. 


Let England's ſons extol their gardens fair, 
Scotland may freely boaſt her gen'rous ſtreams; 
Their foil more fertile, and their milder air, 
Her fiſhes ſporting in the folar beams. 
Thames, Humber, Severn, all muſt yield the bay 
To the pure ſtreams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 
Chor. Thaines, Humber, &c. 


O Scotia ! when ſuch beauty claims 
A manſion near thy flowing ſtreams, 
Ne'er ſhall ſtern Mars, in iron car, 
Drive his proud courfers to the war : 
But fairy forms ſhall ftrew around 
Their olives on the peaceful ground; 
And turtles join the warbling throng, 
To uſher in the morning ſong. 
Or ſhout. in chorus all the live-long day, 
From the green banks of Forth, of T weed, and Tay, 


When gentle Phœbe's friendly light 
In filver radiance clothes the night, 
Still Muſic's ever-varying ſtrains 
Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns, 
And wooe them to her midnight bowers,. 
Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers, 
Where ev'ry rock, and hill, and dale, 
With echoes greet the png, 
Whole pleaſing, ſoft, pathetic tongue, 
To kind condolence turns the ſong; 

And often wins the love-fick ſwain to ſtray, 

To hear the tender variegated lay, 

Thro' the dark woods of Forth, of. Tweed, and Tay. 


Hail, native ſtreams, and native groves, 
Oozy caverns, green alcoves! 

Retreats for Cytherea's reign, 
Wich all the graces in ber train. 
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Hail, Fancy ! thou whoſe ray fo 
 Diſpel's the glim ring tapers hight! 
Come in rial veſture blue, 
Ever ever new, 
In theſe receiles deign to dwell 
With me, in yonder moſs-clad cell: 
Then ſhall my reed, ſucceſsful, tune the lay, 
In numbers, wildly warbling, as they ſtray 
T iro” the glad banks. of Fortha, Tweed, and Tay. 


F Love's a ſweet how can it torment ? 

If bitter, O tell me, \ whence comes my content? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould 1 complain, 

Or prieve at my fate, when I know tis in vain ? 
Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once, it both wounds me, and tickles my 


I her hand „look languiſhing 

And, — dh I make my love known: 

But, ad] bow I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove 
By ſome willing miſtake, to diſcover her love; 

When, in ſtriviag to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame 

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are its charms! 
How delightful embraces ! how peaceful her arms! 
_ there's nothing fo eaſy as learning to love, 


Poor > otr on p. and by all things above: 
wore th bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 


For "ths Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 


EEE ESITTETEESEk 


4 | Same Tune. 


JP ine be = cordial, „ why does it torment ? 

O tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould [complain - 
** when I know tis in vain2 


1 9 J] 


Er the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That, at onceit and enlivens my heart. 


I take © 0 OY, ant, woe b down, 

By my jolly complexion I make my joy known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſov'reign heat, to expel that of love; 
When in quenching the old I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


a a> += WW... PQ WY am 


< 


they were wont to , 
Ir 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 
To the foot of . 
n | 
Or the river that runs by the mill; 


There fide Y 
And ws bo by Lb __ i ha, 


Mow Vives was 96 TOS ans (Ws Gong; . 


Or the bleating of lambs from the fc 


No of place, or of time, 
I felt when my fair one was near ; 


Alike was each weather and clime, 


Each ſeaſon that. chequer d the year. 


[ . 
In winter's rude lap did we 
Did we melt on the boſom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
We roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 

The delpair and the envy of art: 
There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that is lovely is dreſt; 
For the Graces were throng'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


TRE LIN NETS. 


| A® Ningng bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta'en, 
ons Ly- warblers ſeem' d to pray 


or liberty again. 
— of their tuneful notes, 
I fung acroſs the mead: 


In vain they ſwell'd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


" Near which my eoage hood, © 
1821 


Whilſt Chloe's charms | « dr 
d, | figh eſt her ſta 
Fed — nt ” 

e 


Nor could my fighs prevail. 4 


Soon, thro the wound that love had made, 
Came pity to my breaſt, 
And thus I, as compaſſion 
The feather'd pair addreſt; 
Ye little captives ! cheerful be, 
og es 21 ſo free, 
or 1, w thought myſelf 

Am far more caught than you. 


C rr 1 


Tnr Hayey Mannracy,. 
r ? what joys have 1 
— foft bonda eſſy 
Since wedlock's made] own? 
So joyful my heart is, fo exfy my chain, * 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 

That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we 


ſtray 
Around us our | ys and pirls frolic and play : 
How pleaſing their ſport is! the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my jelly and me. 


To try her ſweet temper, oft-times am I ſeen, 

In revels all day with the nymphs on the green : 
Tho” painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with complacence and ſmiles. 
What tho” on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her wit and good humour blooms all the year thro' : 
Time Mill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals fi om her youth. 


Ye ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 


And cheat, with falſe vows, the too credulous Fair; 


In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam, 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home, 
\ * „. „.- . . <3 
| Tuxg,— Tellow-hair'd Laddie. 

2 Fate has controul'd me, and laid me aſide, 

1 Fu keep up my courage, to this F1I abide; 

Tho' dis'pointments have befall'n me, I never will 
For contented [ live, and contented F'll die. [fly, 
The frowns of misfortune few men can withſtand, 
| Yet ſhips that are broken come ſometimes to land; 
Then I'll keep up my ſpirits, no longer repine, 
What's his fate to day, may to-morrow be mine. 


re 


[2 ] 

Then join, all my friends, reflect upon none, 

For what's to-day paſt cannot be undone : 

Who knows but blind Fortune, who ſtill hovers by, 
May eaſe all my cares, and triumphantly fly. 


KQRTq4mST ST CT TIE IFErSEEET 


LovELY Nancy. 


OW can you, lovely Nancy, thus cruelly flight 
Y A ſwain, who is wretched when baniſh'd your 


T ; a 
Who, for _=—_ fake alone, thinks life worth his care, 
But which ſoon, if you frown, muſt end in deſpair. 


If you mean thus to torture, O! why did your eyes 
Once expreſs ſo much ſoftneſs, and ſweetly ſurprize. 
By their luſtre inflam'd, I could not believe, 

As they ſhed fo much influence, they e er would de- 

ceive. 

But, alas! like the pilgrim bewilder'd in night, 
Who perceives a falſe ſplendor at diſtance invite, 
O'erjoy'd he haſtes on, purſues it, and dies: 
Alike ruin attends me, if away Nancy flies. 


O! forget not the raptures you felt in my arms, 

When you . me, dear angel, and unveil'd all your 
| charms 8 

When you vow'd laſting love, and ſwore with a kiſs, 

That in my fond embraces was center d all bliſs. 


Faireſt, but moſt obdurate, conſider that woe 
Will, like ſickneſs neglected, more deſperate grow. 
That your heart may relent, I implore the kind 


7 


pow'rs, 
Snce I'm conſtant as your ſex, be not fickle as ours. 


Hex Jeſſy ſmil'd, her lovely look 
My wand'ring heart a pris ner took, 

And bound it with fo ftrong a chain, 

I ne'er expect it back again. | 


Tnuk ADpprEss. 
VixT and painful fear 
i | La 
With artleſs look, and ſoul fincere, 
Above all mean diſguiſe. 28 
; For Celia thus my heart has mov'd, 
a Accept it, lovely fair; | 
Te lik d before, but never lov'd, 
fate before your feet I lay, 
1 — your willing Ach 
Remember that tho” tyrants ſlay, 
Yet heav'nly powers ſave. 
To bleſs is heav'n's p grace, 
Let me a bleſſing | 
And fince your weir an angel's face, 
O ſhew an angel's mind. 


5 


» 
» 
„ 


* 


Tar CaxEIESsSs Lover. 
HE women all tell me, I'm falſe to my laſs, 
r 4 my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 


— of oath ave eaten BY | 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth F1l declare, 
I believe ſke was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 


* 
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My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 
And tho'ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e er fee a frown in a bumber of wine. 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer d by time; 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 
cloy'd, 

And that beauty's inſipid when once tis enjoy'd ; 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory, prove 
The miſchief that wait- upon rivals in love; 
But in drinking, thank tieav'n, no rival contends, 
The more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my 'ife 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualing, and ſtrife ; 
But my wine neither nuries nor babies can bring : 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave. | 

Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 

She had lett me, to get an eſtate or a lord; 

But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf) 


g So Per Sr O> y 
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Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. Th: 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, NN Ih 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: Let 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy; KF i 
Should you deubt * I ſay, take a bumper and try. Gro 


Wh 


1 
1 9s 1 
ConTENTMENT, 
Tune, The Man that is drunk, &c. 


HE man that's contented is void of all care, 
And tow'rs far above the flav'ry of fear; 
A mind that's ſerene, and a body in health, 
Gives him all the pleaſure and grandeur of wealth. 


Laſt day I went out with a heart full of joy, 
Which nothing but vice or ſharp pain could 2nnoy ; 
EATEN T8 way & COIN, BRED pans 
Shew'd a foul that was muddy and ſtraiten'd in room. 


In Britain's fair iſland there's none to be ſeen 
Of more ſullen, ſelfiſh, and ſordid a mien; 
Regardleſs of honour, a flave to his gold, 
Deſpis'd of the young, nd centinels of the obs. 


The next that I met was a profligate aſs, | 
3 and his forehead of 


By game he was gallopi thro” his eſtate, 
And mis ry attended his fad iinking ſtate. 


3 O place me, kind Heav'n! in what ſtation you pleaſe, 
| So my body's in health, and my foul be at caſe; 
he 8 * 


1 


on *© 


Than to riot with luxury, fopp'ry, and vice, a 


Tbey » 


Let rakes ramble after their harlots and wine, 7 
Till wich poxes 27 their . — 
Grow old while re young, a ve 

their ſtore; 
*** 
2 5 


4 


. 
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WHEEL or LIr E. From STRUAN. 


IHE wheel of life is turning quickly round, 
T And ing in this world of certainty is found; 
The midwife wheels us in, and death wheels us out: 


Some few aloft on Fortune's wheel do go, 

And as they mount up high, ſome others tumble low; 
In this we all that Fate at firſt did will, 
That this great wheel ſhould never once ſtand till. 


The courtier turns to gain his. private ends, 

Till he's ſo giddy grown, he quite forgets his friends: 
Proſperity oft-times deceives the proud and vain, 
And wheels fo faſt, it turns them out again. 


Some turn to this, to that, and ev'ry way 
re. 
5 poor day ; 

But this is far beneath the gen'rous-hearted man, 
Who lives, and makes the moſt of life he can. 
And thus we're wheel'd about in life's ſhort farce, 
Tin we at laſt are wheel'd off in a rumbling hearſe. 
The midwife wheels us in, and death wheels us out ; 


| Good-lack! good-lack ! how things are wheel d a- 
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t ur 3 
Ab viex To ,FOPBs Mzn.. ; 
on ſweet. tricks of love 


e 
Are 


eye. 
Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The blind eat many a fly. 


There's ne'er a ſpinſter in the realm 
But knows mankind to cheat, 

Down to the cottage from the helm, 
The learn' d, the e, and great: 
With lovely looks, and 222 

T' entangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


Not only on their hands and necks - 


The borrow'd white you'll find, 


Some belles, when intereſt directs, 


Can even . 
Joy in diſtreſs they can exp 

Their very tears can lie. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


Could we with ink the ocean fill,. 
— oo ant 

Was every ſingle ſtick a quill, 
Each man a ſcribe b 8 


To write the tricks half the ſex, 


Would fuck that ocean dry. 


Gallants beware, Cc. 


TE ANSs WER. 


is ge 4 women by proud men are ſcorn'd- 
For 


un 41 * too kind, 

et all well know that men, 28 

Are to their wills confinꝰd; Ws 
R 3 


* 


With ſelFconcekt they think to cheat | 
But, maids, beware, &c. = 2 1 
| 1. then, £0 rout the ſelfiſh crew, T 4 


4 


RZuRDy rok LovEk. 
| | © Ces y was Colin! how blithe and how gay! 


r 
So graceful er Form, fo acc liſh'd her mind, 
Sure pity, be 3 charms muſt be 
join'd. 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, 1 

How juſt was her motion! how ſweet was her tongue! 
And when the youth told her his paſſionate flame, 
the allow'd him to fancy her. heart felt. the fame. 


FN ESN BSD _wWwWMpa 


Now cheer'd i diſdain, 
He languiſh'd — 
Till who pity'd 3 helpleſs a flave, 

Eas'd his heart of the pain by the counſel he gave. 


Forſake her, ſaid he, and reject her a while, 


If ſhe loves you, he ſoon. will return with a ſmile ; 


You can jud of her paſſion by abſence alone, 
Aud, by ablence, . 


This advice he 'd; but the remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair one he lov'd, 


Which cur'd his own paſſion, but left her, in vain, 
To fgh for « heart ſhecould never regain. 


Tnk Nux. 


Was ne ler fo diſtreſt as of late I have been 
I know not, I vow, any Harm 1 have done, 
het e ee ee 


Don't you think it a pity pay © gin) food 
Should 7 Y, r to cry 3. 
With ways fo deveut Fm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear 
Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare; | 


1 myſelf chaſte, Hes be undone, 
— — for i. 


Not to love, er be lov'd; oh! I never can bear; 
Nor yield to be ſent to, 1 cannot tell whese ; 
een | 

Nay, I ſooner would. die, thaw be-reckow'd& a Nun. 


* 


Nee 


_ roms the hero comes! 

Beat, beat your drums, ] 
From port to port let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore : | 
Welcome, welcome, Cc. c 5 


Prepare, prepare, your anthems prepare, 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air; 


From pole to pole your joys refound, 
For virtue is glory crown'd: 


Virtue, virtue, &c. 


„that of my my . 
A tun- belly d Vicar, 


Bepimpled with liquor, 
Could ſtick to no text like Good Ale. Tol, &. 


He one night went to doſe, 

For, Under the Role, 

The Parſon. was Non fg ipſe ; 
Non fe ipſe ! d' ye ſay, 
What's that to the lay'? 

In plain Engliſh, the Par ſon was tipley. | 


The Clerk he came in, 

With a band-bobbing chin, 
As ſolemn. and ſtupid as — be; 
The Vicar he gap' 
The Clerk humm'd and ſcrap'dy;. 
Saying-—Pleale, Sir, to bury a baby 


Well, pri'thee, don't hurry 
The infant III * 


1 "tis that makes = ſtay ; - 
For no corps, or 

In role aq cad Wnt 

But faith, Moles, you and I may. 
Moles begg d be'd 
Sari 


my hand. 
the Vicar, 


At length, tho” fo troubl'd, 
To the church-yard be hobbya, 


te length of the 
Lamenti 
The Moſes, Kid be, Mm” 
Were I a biſhop, dye ſee, 
I would neither walk, preach, or pray. 
Then he open'd the book, 
As if in it he'd look, 
But o'er the page only he ſquinted; 
Crying, Moſes, I'm vex'd, 
For I can't find the text, 
T his book is fo wretchedly printed. 
Good le, let's 5 
For life's "hg 
Nay, ſometimes tis over at noon: 
Man is but a flower, 
Cut down in an hour, 
St ng-Ale, Moſes, won't do it ſo ſoon. 


Woman born—No—ſure—— 
The leaf it is tore, 

For in woman the natural ſwell i is; 
The world wal 


Lam rx 

Moſes, you and I might © have big bellies 
Good le, let's pray, . 
hed mind whe 3 thy, 


Ys 
In former times faints could work miracles, 
And riſe from the dead— | 


go forth, 
Put the child in the earth; 
Duſt to duſt—duft it away; 
For, Moſes, I truſt, 


We ail m̃ouid be duit, 
If we were eating ene obeys 
$o, one pot, and then; 
The Clerk faid, Amen: 
And thus we have carry'd the farce om. 
The taſte of the times 
Will reliſh our rhymes, 


When the ridicule runs on a parſon. STzSvExs.. 


Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt : 


EAS. 
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SOMETRING ELSE TO DG. 
Bright Cynthia ſilver'd all the plain, 
When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 
And fought the laſs he lov'd the beſt. 
As tow'rd her cote he jogg d along, 
Her name was frequent in his ſong ; 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 
e 

n tender ſighs proteſting, he 
Would c en. 
Talk'd much of death, ſhou'd ſhe refuſe, 
And us d ſuch arts as lovers uſe: 
'Tis fine, ſays Doll, if tis but true, 

But now I've fomething elſe to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſt, 


To her that's kind Pl] conſtant prove; 
But, truſt me, I'll ne'er die for love. 
Tho' firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcor n, 
Now Doll began to court in turn; 
Dear Colin, I was jeſting teo, 

Step in, I've nothing elſe to do. 


PEE EE ˙— DE DEV ED EDEDESY) 


SHEPHERD'S COMPLAINT. 
E „ who, bleſt in your loves, 
Live ſtrangers to ſorrow and f fear, 
O! pity a brother that proves 
The heart-breaking pangs of deſpair. 
What boots it my heifers aud ewes 
All thriving and pregnant I find ? 
Poor bleſſings, poor comforts are theſe, 
Since Peggy is falſe and unkind. 


Bear witneſs, each fountain and vale, 


Bear witnels, each garden and grove, 


9 cruel — | 

gentle is now ere 

More cold than the — chilling wind, 
buds of the year, 


©O 28 wa 


all barren and b 
dener J weer ber thy fak 
There P Fu w thy ſake, 

* aid, and TI die. 


GenTLE HA IIIET. 
W's" entle Harriet firſt I ſaw, 
Struc 
I felt my boſom mov'd; 


with a reverential awe, 


Up to the town I flew, 
And wander all its pleaſures thro', 

In hopes to caſe my care; 
The buſy town but mocks my pain, 


Tax Aror ov. 
ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to compl 
To lan yes ubdlt eg well ti me to the, 
FTis true I've a voice, fo the town-cryer, 
_ Vf I ay, mine's a better, Pm fure Pm a liar. 
However, to pleaſe you, altho' I be he 
F you'll take it, like marriage, for better, for worſe. 
| Now you've heard, nay you ve heard the beſt I cando, 
And I'm ſure you're convinc'd what I told you was 
true. 


3 Tiuk ENOUGH YET. x 
& 3» full as long as the fiege of old Troy, 


To win a ſweet girl I my time did employ z 
Oft urg'd her the day of our marriage to | 


As often ſhe anſwer'd, "Tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, tis time enough yet, 
As often ſhe anfwer'd, 'Tis time enough yet. 


1 told her, at laſt, that her 


rer | 
And more, that | ſcorn'd to be fool'd with fo long: 
And humming a tune, cry” 

Time enough yet, &c. 


Determin'd by her to be laugh'd at no 
I few from her preſence, and boone'd out uf doory 
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pert thr nano wg, 
Or on her my eyes again never to 

Never to ſet, & c. 


To me the next moraing her maid came in haſte, 

And bepgg'd, for God's fake, I'd forget what was paſt; 

Declar'd her oung lady did nothing but fret ; 

I told her, I'd think 'on't, . 
Time enough qt, &c. 


She next in a letter as long as my arm, 4 

Declar'd, from her foul, ſhe intended no 8 

And begg d I the day of our marriage would ſet; * 

I wrote her an anſwer, "Tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c. 


But that was ſearce gone when a meſſage I ſent, . 

To ſhew in my heart I began to relent; . 

I begg'd I might ſee her: together we met: 

We kifs'd and Fries Rhoads again, fo are we yet, 
So are we yet, &c. 


070770: <: 4 0 $-:0:70/7V:1S:50:70:: 0:0 
THANK YOU FOR NOTHING. | 


NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus. 
Come here, 11 maiden, and give me a buſs: 
Go, fellow ! nid I, mind your plough and your cart; 
F thank you for nothing, thank you for 
Thank you for nothing, with Sw | 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil „ 
He gave me a box with a paper cf fnuff; 


I took it, I own, yet had ftill fo much art, 
To cry, Thank you for nothing, &c. 


He faid, were I kind he would make me his wife, 
I own. I was never ſo daſh'd in my life: 

Yet I could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing, &c. 


$oocon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 

And with him on Sunday to chapel I went; 

But ſaid, Twas my n 
Noe to thank him for nothing, oc. 


[ 


Bar ch, when his reverence cams ts tht part 
I thank'd him for nothing, cc. 


Ac night.our briſk neighbours the Rocking would 


Lend. Wen 

Young Roger confeſſes | cur'd all his ſmart, 

And | thank'd him for fomething, | 
Thank'd him for ſomething, 

Thauk' d him for ſomething, with all wy heart. 


e y boy, haſt a mind to live long, 
Take a doſe of briſk claret, and part of a ſong ;. 
A generous heat good wine does impart, 
And time to good mui i beat by the art: 
Let each be content with his own ſtore, 
And keep ourſel ves honeſt, tho the world keeps 
| us poor. 


. | 
ls: rr AND FRIEND. 


it B* ſane oy lory's a trifle, and fo is ambition 
Veſpis d b free hearts, tho? in low condition ; 
Let boys ram © on, until their fare expend 
But give me, oh give me, my bottle a friend. 
Eto the litile clefs room, [0 neatly trim d, 
0! there will I cujey my bottle and friend. 


Great and Lewis for kingdomgare wrangling 
ife, Whilſt miſers for gold are always a jangling ; 
a But let them n , e 
Aud give me, &c. 8 


Whilſt thus Lam ſingle, I'm utterly a ſti 1 
I'm free from all care, and Fm quite out of 2 
Women laugh at men's folly, whilſt their money 
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Came, come ſo cheerful and gay, 
Let's have t , and drive ſorrow away; 
Let us drink and be merry, until the times da mend, 
But give me, _ .; 


Favourite Son. To its own Tune. 


ar cheer, my honeſt meſs-mates ? 
Ye're welcome all on ſhore. 
We're done our duty bravely, 

And ready to do more. 


Cnorvs. We mount up a cliff, we hazard a mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulent ſea, 


Our King to defend and 
Oar lows and 2 W 


Whate'er we are commianded, 
With courage we obey ; 
And when our foes are 
We beckon them to ſtay. 
We mount up a cliff, &c. 


When we are on the-top-maſt, 
ee an cghteen-poun 

We fire an ei 
In haſte to 


"Ko come] of t we here turbulent fea; 


For our King we'll d:fend, &c. 
Now Monſieurs off are ſtealing, 
- Like in a nut; 
We ſcorn ſuch idle dealing, EY | 
fan down. wh Tow 
r 
Aud @ prize ſhe's ſure to be, * 


On ſhore we want no forming, 
7 We're one united band; 


The word being gi for ſtorming, | 
We fall to cutlaſs in hand. 


We mount up Aci, ac. 


n 


| MACPHERSON'*'s Rant. 
| ht time in rioting, 

D Ip 

„ Fre pillag'd, 'd, murdered, 
. 4 ! at length, 

m brought to puniſhment direct, 

Pale death draws near to me; 
This end I never did project, 


To hang upon a tree. 


More courage had than l ? 


— 2 ] 
I hv'd nite: 
O! curſe upon this fate of mine, 
To hang upon a tree. 


the cauſe of Peter Brown, 


9er . r 


L ar } 
LAaveERS, and his 


Came down upo the raw, man, 


Who being tout, gave mony a clout ; 
The lads began to claw 


With ſword and targe into their hand, 


wr 14 man, 
Wi' e F 


T e. 
O' er buſh, o'er bank, o'er ditch o'er ſtank, 
She flang amang them a', man ; 

r 

44 


They get her e, a fadden fRraiks 
WhEk to the OE they ſaw, man; 
Wi clinkum-clankum o'er their crowns, 


Td ED ere, 
Ay hag beg wh 


| The Solemn-League and Covenant 
Came whigging up the hills, man, 
Thought Highland trews durſt not refuſe 
For to ſubleribe their bills then. 
In Willy's name they t nae ane 
Me — 42 
nainſel — — 4———_ 
Cry'd, Furich-Figs awa 


Str Evan. Du, god hi men revs, 
The Hogan Dateh the 


The we Ml Do” 
true and his men, 
Came in amang them a”, man; 


She | break a her : | 

With © Furichiniſh,” an” ſtay a while, A 
And ſpeak a word or twa, man, 

She's gi a ſtraike, out o'er the neck, 
Before ye win awa then. | 

O fy for ſhame, ye're three for ane, | =. 
Her nainſell's won the day, man. 

King Shames' red coats ſhou'd be bung up, 


F xx's ſome ſay that we wan, ſome ſay chat * 
0 

Lame fo that none wan ot ©” mas; * An 

But one thing L' in ſure, that at Sheriff-muir, | 
A battle there was, which 1 ſaw, man. 4 

And we ran, and they ran, and they ran, and us ran, _ 
Aud we ran, and they ran a man. | 

For 

E 

Los 

5 

Lord Roxburgh was there, in order to ſhare F 


With Douglas, who ſtood not in awe, man, 


For the ä for fear they ſhould 


cut him, 


Secing — broad - words with a man, 
And that in fach made Baird Pa; 


And from the brave clans ran awa', man. 
6 


Brave Maxr and Panmare were firm, 1 am fare, 
8 awa', man ; | 

retook 
TI ; 
'y ran, &c. 


pany 


The red coats took flight, and awa', man. 
Aud we ran and they ran, Cn. 


Strathmoreand Clanronald cry'd ſtill advance Don- 

Till hoth of theſe heroes did ſa man; 
For there was ſuch haſh 
Brave an 
Aud we rau, and 


a pn 
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Brave rr. 
White father. indecd. would not dre”, 
ELIT 
To keep te twixt t * 
7 — ger AP 4 


hid aQ'd pretty, and Struan the witty, 
A poet that pleaſes us a”, man; 

For mine is but rhime, in reſpect of what's fine, 
Or what he is able to dra“, man. 
Aud we ran, and they ran, &c. 


For Huntly and Sinclair they both plaid the tinkler,. 
With. conſciences black like a cra', man, 
Some der, they ran bor their life, 


ind i CL wil hae ot ©; ne 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


Then Laurie the traitor, who betray'd his maſter, 


His ki 7 
882322 | 
Aud we ran, and they ran, &. 


Then Laurie for fear, of what he might hear, 
Took Drummond's beſt-horſe and awa', many 
Inſtead of going to Perth, ke crofſed the Firth, 

1 and awa, man. 
ran, and they ran, xc. 


To London be preſs d. and there he addreſs d; 
That he behav'd belt of them a, man; 

And there, without ftrife, got ſettled for life, 
An hundred a-year to his fa, man. 

Aud we ran, and they ran, &c. 


7 


And then, in a tether, he'll fin 


bs — gas, = 
Borrowftcunadls 

Till his neck ſtand in need of a dra”; | 
x from a Kidder, 
Go off the ſtage with a pa, man. 
Hud we ran, and th:y ran, e. 


Rob Roy ſtood watch on a hill, for to catch 


The booty, for ought that I a, 


man, 
For he ne er adv; anc'd, from the placg he was ka- d, 
Till „ ee . 


For we ran, and th.y ran, &c.. 


So we all took the flight, and Moubray the ve 


But Tethem the ſmith was a bra, man, 
For he took the gout, which truly was wit, 
By judging it time to withdra', man. 
And we ran, and they , Ac. | 


And Trumpet Marine, es, 


Thro' misforture he happen'd to fa', man, 
By faving his neck bis trumpet did break, 
Came off without muſic at a, man. 
Aud we ran, and they ran, Kc. 


80 there ſuch a race was, as nc er in that place was, 
And as little chace was at a', man; 
From other they ran without took of drum, 
They did not make uſe of a pa”, man. 
ud we ran, and they ran, &c. 


SGSHIESESSHSSSS 


TxaaANENT-Moix. 


HE Chevalier, being void of fear, 
Did march up Birſle-brae, man, 

And thro' Tranent, e'er he did ſtent, 
As faſt as he could gae, man: 

While General Cope did taunt and mock, 
Wi mony a loud huzza, man: 

But e er next morn proclaim'd the cock, 
We heard another craw, man. 


YAGE 9 oF SELEZ vim MESS 
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For Campbell 
fair 


rade 

paid the kain, man 
got, was war thas thee, 
ſharp edg d claymore, man ; 
Free Leere 


eee e 
Like to a hero bright, man; 

His courage true: * 

1 7 „ man; 

For a ws, ' cauſe 
Ay A | 

His life, hut not his courage, fled, 
While he had breath to draw, man. 


And Major Bowle, that worthy ſoul, | 
Was brought down to the ground, man ; 

His horſe being ſhot, it was his lot 
For to get many a wound, manu ; 

Linnenges Suid. of Iriſh birth, 
Frae whom he call'd for aid, man, 

Being full of dread, lap o'er his head, 
And wadna be man. 


He made fic haſte, ſae ſpur d his beaſt, 
Twas little there be ſaw, man: 
To Berwick rade, and falſely ſaid, 
The Scots were rebels a”, man ; 

But let that end, for well tis kend 
His uſe and won t to lie, man; 


The Teague is naught, — 
When he had room to flee, man. 


But tant Roger like a ſoper, 
. Fong man ; 


m wae to tell, at laſt he fell, 
But mac dawn wh kim 


„ man. 
At point of death, wi” his laſt breath, 
(Some ſtanding round in ring man,) 
"IT 


17 he ward his hat, 
fave 2 king, — man. 


de dee Hof foul 
Fow bauld can tell how her nainſell 

Wae ne'er fac pra before, man. 

At the thorn-tree, which you may ſee 
Beweſt the meadow-mill, man, 
There mony flain lay on the plain ; 
The Clans purſuing ftill, man. 

Sick unco hacks, and deadly whaks, 

I never ſaw the like, man, 


Loſt hands and heads coſt them tkeir deeds, 


That fell near Preſton-dyke, man. 
That afternoon, when a' was done, 
I gacd td fee the fray, man; 
But had I wiſt what er paſt, 
Id better ſtaid away, man: 
On Seaton-ſands, wi” nimble hands, 
They pick'd my pockets bare man; 
But I wiſh ne'er to drie fic fear 
For a' the ſum and mair, man. 


Tnk Pirtcrimn. From the Haliau. 
I penance for paſt folly, 
A A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
Sworn foe to mealncholy, 
Set out ſtrange lands to fee; 
With cockle-fheils on hat-brim, 


With feet unſhod he traces, 
Bir bis er I 0 Gee, 
ſundry diſmal es, 

In hopes ſome roof to ſee; 


EE BY] ER z 2 


aa a a ſs. 
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But, when he look d, and ſaw no 
Kind of hutt or houſe to go to, 


RF plagu'd fo, 
Begging for 
At 


O! could I, 1 
for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, . 
Says ſhe, I fear you're quite ſpent ; 
But what I fay is well meant, 
Come lodge this night with me. 
That favour, ma'am's ex eſſive. 
— fir; while I live, 
ought ! have, or can give, 
I give for charity. 


He ey d ber charms while eating, 

And call'd her love and ſweeting, 

e 
So kind a heart 

Kind Sir, . 

'Tis time you were retired ; 

No beds nor rooms are hired, 


> mes I fear, too little. 

It ſuits me to a title; 
n. 

Through town and city. 

Fre been, \to beg for pity, 

But ne'er found room fo pretty, 
Or ſo much charity. 


Nine days he liv'd in clover, 
And well he play” d the lover; 

en. 

r 1 


DRONE | 


and wine, and u nen new hin, 


For beer-bread — 8 — Fm ſure is much better, 
Its o'er good for an auld man. 


| Now the auld man's dead, and without remead 
Into his cauld ve he is gane; 

Lie ftill, wi my of thee I ha'ena ms 
Fl ne'er mourn for an auld man. 


. 
She was marry'd to a young man then, 

Who drank at the wine, and tippl'd at the beer, 
And ſpent more gear than he wan. 

rr 


And cauld and her pan: 
And now ſhe pot 1-4 fu 


1 wiſh 1 had my filly auld man. 


Wera you kaow how we mant o'er our July 
full bowls ? 


As we our liquors, we our ſouls: 
The harpmeltthe rect in oothes the 


eee „ and cel 


Love only remains our u 


ev'ry deſire 


fire. 


3 


—— 


T 1 


„ Me 2 ey nee Bo wht ba 
And the boatfwain he pipes, hawl both our- 
REP” RP blows a freſh gale; 
2 7 it 4 | 
We'll ben reach our port, boys, if the wind n 
>. not fail. 
Then drink about Tom, altho' the ſhip roll, 
We'll fave our rich liquor by ſlinging our bowl. 


7 

te, Taz Boarswalx's WnISs TIE. 
| F Irs is 1 and pleaſure 

* Fill up all the various meaſure. 


And as they raĩſe the notes, thro their ruſty throat, - 
On the deck, . ; 
Life is chequer'd, &c. | 
Hark, the crew their cares diſcarding, * 
With husſle-cap, or with chuck ung: 
Stul in a merry pin, whether they loſe or win; 
On the deck, cc. hs | 
23 


E! 


| 
[1 
1 
. 


As time approaches, by kindly advances, 
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Tune, Barberine's Minuet. 
Hf x, when to pleaſure the ſports do invite you, 


Time's on the wing, and is fleeting away ; 
And, as the bright feaſon of youth does excite you, J 
Cron the dear moments with mirth whilſt you . 
may. 


With truly graceful, and free open fancies, Ep 
Of ſongs and briſk dances, entreat him to ſtay: 

His golden treaſure then prudently meaſure; 

Let innocent paſtime and virtue delight you; 
Virtue and Innocence always are gay. 

Thoſe who inherit ſuch mc of ſpirit, | 
Live and enjoy true delights ev'ry day. | | 

SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEa-BEECH. 


SWE Annie frac the fea-beech came, 
» Where jocky ſpeel'd the veſſel's fide; 
Ah ! wha can keep their heart at hame, 
When Jocky's toſt aboon the tyde. 
Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs; 
Yet T be true as be has been; 
And when ilk. laſs about him thrangs, 
He'll think on Annie, his faithful ain. . | 
I -met our wealthy laird yeſtreen, 
WY gou'd in hand he. tempted me; 


Ee prais'd my brow, my rolling een, 
23 made 6 dean of whet 08 af. No e 
What tho: my iocky's far awa', No I. 
Toft up and down the anſome main, . Our! 
Vil keep my heart anither day, 80 do 
Since Jecky may retwn again. | K 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie, ſing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt y our pipe away. 

My [ceky wad be troubled fair, 
To lee his friend his love. betray ; 

Nor a your ſongs and verſe are-vain, . 
While: Jocky's notes do faitt ful flow, . 


I'll keep my heart anither day 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 


HionranD Marxcn. By Sir Harry Er f ine. 


1 „vr the fire of old Rome, 
From the beath- cover d mountains of Scotia we 


WF Benne 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain. 
CroRUus. 


Such aur love of liberty, our country, and our laws, 

| That like our anceſtors of old, we ſtand by Freedom's 
caruſe ; © 

Nell brave fight like heroes bold, for honour and 
applauſe, 

2 „ with all their art, to alter our 


No effemipate cuſtoms our finews unbrace, 
No luxurious tables enervate our race, 
| Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial ſtraim 
So do we the old Scotiſh valour retain. 
Such our love, &c. 


We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 

As ſwift as the roe which the hound doth affail ; 

As the full moon in Autumn our ſhieldsYo appear, 

Minerva would-dread to encounter our — 
Such our love, &c. 


J 224 ] 

As a ftorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 

So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes ; 

We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 

Daſhthe force of our foes with our thundering ſtrokes. 
Such our love, &c. 


Quebec and-Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 


In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance ; 
But when our claymores they ſaw us 
Their courage did fail, and they ſued for a truce. 
Such our love, &c. 
1 


May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce increaſe; 
And in Scotia's cold climate my each of us find, 
That our friends ſtill prove true, and our beauties - 
| prove kind. | 


b Cuorvs. 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country and our laws, 
Aud teach our late poſterity to fight in Freedom's cauſe, 
That they like our anceſtors bold, &c. | 


. D' Tax TAE Wars 


| Dey take the wars that hurried Billy from me, 
LH Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him captain ſure to unds me ; 
Woe's me! hell ne'er return. 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne er will run: 
Day and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from fword aud gun. 


I us'd alluring graces, 
With — kind e 


And ud y | 
Preferr d to war's alarms, "+ 
fear in my fit I had granted-all... 7 
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I waſh'd, ami patch d, to make me look provokiag he: 
| Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
1 
or a neu too | Wa 
— with 2 * 
No Scots laſs was e'er fo fine. 1 


thought, * 
” "om 
lly loon, might have p d me. 


* . 


5 When 


JAMIE GAY. | 


ng the. river Tweed, 


- 
7 


And it's nought but the love of the toch er 
That's tane my lad awa*. © 


The lad that pets me for a wife, 
He'll ne'er occaſion to rue. 


» 


Tho' I've ſeldom a back, 
r 


ITS Was 
As Suſie, wr a hi ing, 
That's tane my lad awa- 


thee 


If you'll ne'er tak the gee. 
W hen that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, ſhe flang 


Her arms about my neck ; 
And twenty kiſſes in a crack, 


And, poor wee thing, ſhe grat. 

ou'll ne'er do the like again, 

| bide at hame wi me, 

Tu lay my life I'ſe be. a wife 
That's never tak the gee 


If 


>> ++ ew» oe or oo +. a 


CHLOE's Kiss Es. 


Ear Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For fweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do ye aſk me how many I'd have; 
Pm not to be tinted in p 


? 
To = heart full of let me hold the, © 
A heart which, dear Chloe, i 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
-And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
Will always with few be content. 


DA ATA AT AT ASAT ASASS 
A Sone ror Crocs Spinits. By Serve: 


3 the Patron of Love, Wit, and 
Mirth, 


Wich vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 
'Tho' nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his fway, 
Some, drunk with his bounty, refolv'd to obey. 

| Derry dawn, &. 


Fe harnaſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 
Silenus was futler, Lord Pan led the horſe ; 

The Ganges they paſs'd, came in ſight of the foe, 
And ſtruck them all dead, without ſtriking a blow. 


*Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a fright, 

For he lily ſtole into their camp over night: 

And while they lay fleeping, not dreaming fuch 
matter, 

He drew of their wine, fill'd their flaſks up with 

| | water. 


mls ras, 
The | gulp they took put them all to the rout : 


They trembled from monarch to the meaneſt me- 


chanic, | 
From whence comes the phraſe, to put men ina panic. 
Ye heroes of whoſe martial parade 


Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each diefs-temy ted maid, 

Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 

Cou'd you with mere water march fearlels to war? 
4 | 
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The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
A much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muit think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer d to drink. 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who oply drank water, 


Great Ceſar was dragg'd to the ſenate heule ſlaughter; 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have diopt 

their defipn, [wine. 
And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill our 
"Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth, 
Kept conſtant to-claret, we're conſtant to truth ; 
On the virtues of wine we may fafely depend, 


Ti wine, like the ſun, that invig'rates our hours, 


Wine blooms our complexions, as Sol blooms the 


flow'rs, 
And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads his bright 
rays; . | 
So we bucks, in full chorus, chant bright claret's 
Mark each roſe, when the ſun's from the horizon fled. 
mrs — ! — dean don 
When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 


come, 


Folds his arms, gives a figh, hides his head, and ikulks 


-- 
Taz Choc Seigtrs' LOTTERY. 
J national ſchemers a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one deceive; 


No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho' a Lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate. 


No your tickets divide into ſhares, 
To plunder your pockets, and heighten your cares; 


to Fr modo 28 


— 
ad 


FeS 8 22 Fo & 


. 


FE 7 * 


es 


The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arma, 


| The whole courſe is a blank here you're ſure of a. 
| Ye lovers, ye fops, or whoever 


t 1 3 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my defign, 
The wheel is geod-humour, the prize is—good wine. 


From a ſceme ſuch as this, what delight muſt acrue, 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
Choice God of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir d, 
The cauſe I'll relate you, fo juſtly admir'd. 


Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The flave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain: 
"Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles cur ſenſe, 
And aids Fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence... 


The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 
The delivers his precepts ſo fine, | 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine: 


Then our lott' ry attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 

To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 
To be happy for once—ſteal a crown from him'elf 
Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and. lies, 


prize. 


may pleaſe, 


Leave 3 care, here you'll quickly ſnã 
- 


Old and young , great and little, attend to my call, 
This ev'ning we draw, Sir, at Comus's-hall. 


| 5 . "7 7 . 22 = * : 


father has fort ſhillin 
M EA 


And never had daughter but I;: 
My mother ſhe is right willing, 
| Ha! ha! right ir g. 
That I ſhall have all when they die. | 


Ua2 


d 222 F 
ted I wonder when Pit be marry'h, 
| Ha ! 2 * 


— Aroy Beg thr mate 
Then I'll be a+ braw as the reſt. 
And I wender, &c. 


= L Il have 
my wW g we . 1 
For — ng el bac » good ng 
To rock m n 

1 wond.r, &c. 


GSSSOSSHOOSOSISSSOGOOOSSOOOOOOOEOENOOOEOSEOND 


Prong TS. 

Gayly talking with her twain ; 

inte ber hand le h dir d in——Tob, lab, Bod 
A full glaſs of brit champaign. 

Why for „ald he, and fickle? 

kgh in vain? 

an, hed > oo 
Your ear with a merry ſtrain. 


Long have I been toſt and frettivg, 
n 

Sure, at tis time to in 
3 


in ſteal 
8 — Nn 
orture others, whilſt I'm feeling 
Pleaſure that is void of pain. 

Won at length, ſhe liſtend kind! 
———. 
$0, in the nick, the nymph was finely— 

Fitted for her cold cold diſdain. 


: 550 e 8 4 3 PISS 


2 


8 23 1 
YLv1a on her arms 
In a ſhady-grove retreat, 


Li. in looſe attire 
Rr 


Tho' unveil'd, . 
e N 

While young yrs came, " 

Beauteous face, with fragrant air. 

There the bloomin 1 
Sighing for her - Fay fwain 

There, extended, ſhe lay wanting 

Him to eaſe her love-ſick pain. 


Soon the happy youth, who won her, 
To the kind retreat drew near, 
And, in tranſport, gaz d upon Ler— 
C harms repos'd in flumbers there. 


Love perſuaded, twas no fin to 
Vent his flame without debate; 
So he boldly enter d into 

Tales of love with Sylvia ſtra' it. 


His carriage ſweet {o gaig'd upon her, 
That; in pity to his pain, 

She gave confent, that he might once more 
Tell it o'er to her again. 


$44444+++4$443444440- 


CHanMIncG HiGhLANDMAN. 
O ! ſend me Lewis Gordon hame, 
And the Lad | dare not name; 
&Altho' his back be at the wa, 
Kere's to him that” s far awa. 
Ae ch hey my Hightund-man, 
Hy handjome charming Highland-man: 
Veel wou'd I wiy tru? love len 
Anong ten thouſund Highlandmen. 
Ou! to ſee his tartan-trews, 1 2 
Caunc. ble, ald 1iigh-heet'd ſhoes, ,  _ ! {7 
—_—_ C3. 


* aboon his : = 
And that's the Lad that III go wi. 
Hech h &c. 
This Lovely Lad I now do ſing, 
Is fitted for to be a King: 
For on his breaſt he wears a ſtar, 
You'd take him for the god of war. 
Hech bey! &c. 
Oh! to ſee this Princely One 
_ Seated on a royal throne; 
Our priefs wou'd then x difappear, 
We d celebrate the jub'lee-year. 
Hech hey &c. 


Curor's Wisn. | 


THO” ladies look gay, when of bea ty they boaſt, 

And miſers are.envy'd when wealth is inereas d, 

The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt, 

And the miſer's a wretch when he pays for the feaſt. 
The pride and the care. 
Of the rich and the fair, 

May pity beſpeak, but envy cannot move: 

_ n thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 

: No more my fond heart is defiring, 

Than freedom, content, and the man that I love. 


>< 


Hut. hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale, 
W hoſe notes do ſo ſportiugly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to-barter, for ignoble reſt, 

The joys which true pleaſure can raife in the breaſt : 


The morning is fair, and in labour with day, | 
And the cry of the huntſman is, Hark, hark away: 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys, 

Haſte, haſte, let's away, — ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure ean equal the joys of the chice, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 


L 235 J 
From valley to valley re-echoes the ery ; | 


Our; are all ſterling no forrow we fear, 
Wladewitohogctiatiotoal cos 


F 1 of labour we leap o'er the mounds, 
Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 
Tat Joxs. Tune: —Maſts all. 
** well choſe Choice Spirits who blazon this 
| . 
No party, profeiſion, nor fex | prov 
| No fatire | ling, for I fing but in joke. 
Sing tantarara joke all, &c. 
Let ſtoics pretend to ſet jeſts at | 
Let ſchoolmen pedantical preach up for ſci 
Let ſelf-thinking wiſe ones a ſapience call, N 
What's all that they know? why a jokes worth 
it all. a 
That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of 
Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told; 
Gay calls it a jeſt; but tis proper each man 
Of this ſoag, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 


The lady obferve, when the lover grows preſſing, 

How fiint ſhe forbids his attempts at poſſeſſing ; 

With a — = love foften'd, ſhe cries, * ſis pro- 
voking, 

O dear (ir, be quiet; yet ſhe is but joking, 


Whew the tithe-taking prieſt would a biſhopric 
The firit time tis offer d, in jeſt he'll refuie: 
Fe gravely cries, No:—but tho' gravely he ſpoke, 
When you ſee him a biſhop, you fee twas a joke. 


| When the bait of electors, in Engliſh a bribe, 
Is offer'd, or thruſt on the vote · ſelling tribe, 


old: 


[ 26 1 


They ery; O dear God 1—Why, my lord Nr, 


Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad' twas no more. 


Tho the wife may admit, in her dull hufhand's room, 
The — — footman, or ſtable - bred 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke; 
For ſhe meant, by her marriage, no more than a joke. 


We are all made a joke of, by one or another, 
This drolis on his father, and that ou his brother; 
By e ry day's practice our wits have confels'd, . 
Ther they ſ>oner would forfeit their friend than 
their jeſt. | 


The joke thus = Gm car condi cs 
The time fill'd between is fit only for laughing : 
The laſt joke I mention, I'm fure you'll atteſt, 

For you all muſt allow that my ſuging's a jeſt. 


000000000090000000000000008: 


IW.little do the land'men know 
Of what we failors feel, 
V hen waves do mount, and winds do blow? 
But we have hear ts of ſteel. 
No danger can affiight us, 
No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the Monfieurs right us, 
Sd tols the cann about. 


Stick cloſe to orde:s, meEmates, 
We ll plunder, burn, and fink ; 
Then France have at your firſt· ra tea, 
For Britons never ſhrink. 
We'll rumage all we 
We'll bring them i - »; "8 
Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Mall oa iu Louif-d'ers. | 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
-With our noble commodore, 


We'll ipend our wages f eely, boy 
And then to lex tor wore. 


t 237 ? 


— nrer fy: 


a health — 


— — 
Falz SuSanna. 
SK if damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
A Thal Kent the ambient air ; 


bo reg > any 
If dear Ss — 


63 


't his 
And warble thro' the "ad 


Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
1 Then doubt thy hepherd's lors. 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride and ſplendor ſhine ; 


| Ye bards, unenvy d laurels wear, 


Be fair Suſanna mine. 


> 4 zee ocyy.ncosy-o oe ca co wt. 


Tus Banxs or Tus TVD. 


RECITATIYE. 

ere 
neath a verdant ſhade, | 
3 heard 8 fund mere Sweet than gigs 


— fiream 1 will Gog of my Loves 
ned am | when abroad Lc ro a 
a fond paſſion ] my _ 
— — 
near. 


———— 1 
n arms love and neger depart 

To his pe 1 could fing, for he's hon y and gay, 
Did he how I lev d him, no longer he'd ſtay. 


Neither linnet or nightingale ſing balf fo fweet, 
And the loft. melting 2 kind Echo repeat, 
It fo ravith'd my heart and delighted my ear, 
. g I flew to the arms of my dear, 
ſurpriz'd, and detected, ſome moments did ſtand, 
DE I” and the lilly her hand, 
Which he plac'd on her breaſt, and ſad, jecky I frar 
* moe... Ange came you here. 


For to viſit my ewes, and to fee my lambs play, 

Zy the banks the Tweed and — ſtray; 
But my „dear Jenny, how oft” have | ſigh'd, 
And have row'd endleſs love if you'd be my bride? 


To the altar of my fair one repair 
Where knot of Hen hull tis the fond pair 


a 
-And will bleſs the dear the banks of the 
Tae grove, by 


8 — lohn, 
A 
10 riſe fo ſoon in the morning, 
And fit up fo late at een: 
Yowll blear out a your een, John, 
And what's the reaſon fo? 
Come to your bed at e en, 
Jahn Anderſon my jo. 
John Anderſon m jo, — John, 
999 
You had as a tail-tree 


man 

You ſee it's ing l like; 

But it's a meikle ſiner thing 
10 fee your hurdies tyke, 

To ſee your hurdies fyke, john, 
And wriggle to and fro; 

Tis then | like your-chauter-pipe, 
John Anderſon my jo. 

When come on before, — John, 
Joe that you tO» your > ke 

When | why 4 to grip me, 
See you grip me faſt ; 

See that you grip me faſt, John, 
Until that , Hoe, 


| But your back will crack er I cry that, 


John Auderion my jo. 
Pm backed like a ſalmon, 
And breaſted like a ſwan; 
My wame is like a down-cod, 
by middle — fon ; 
top untomy toe, john, 


From 
Fm 


like the new fall'n ſrow, 
And tis all for your conveniency, 
John Anderſon my jo. 


And all the uſe you have for me, 


Is to keep you from the cauld: 
But I do promile and declare, 

It never ſhall be fo, | 
To fuddle me as you have done, 
John Anderfon my jo. 


I ſuffer all the pain, 'be ſure, 
For want of duty done ; 

But 1 ſhall ſuffer no more pain, 
Tho” you ſhould ly your lane; 

Tho” you ſhould y ow lane, John, 
It never ſhall be fo, 

PI! ſtudy my ain conveniency, 
John my jo. 


In duſt-cart, high advanc 
With the rich cinders round ber lov 
Tom, with 
And thus in 


1 
Tun Prsr- Ca. A favenrite Cantata. 
RECITATIVE. 


A*® riokering Tom the ſtreets his trade did ery, 
Fe ſaw his 


lovely? N 


ely waiſt: 
lifted hands, th” occaſion bleſt, 
211. 

Oh Sylvia ! while you drive your carts, 
ings «gat hey” opt ect 

. You take our duſt, and fteal our hearts. 
That niine is gone, alas! is true, 

And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
Oh lovely Sylvia, caſe my pain! 
Chev me the drced yon (els ole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you-ſtole again. 


RECITATLYVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble _ 


Exulting, roll'd her ſpark 
She heav'd her ſwelling 


Euer as 7 as bn 


And look'd diſdain on olictle folks below : 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drove on, 


. the cry d, Stop, John 


AIX. 
Sball l, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paultry crowd oppreſt ? 
Ambition now my foul does fire, 


The youths ſhall languith and admire 3 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 


aid nag (9 Hoh, Tong bn 1h, 


Long to ride in my duſt cart. 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall loug to ride in my duſt cart, 


. 


the nymph was plac'd, 


t 2 Y 
Harer Dave Dawson. 


Give me the gay fellow in life, 
Who ſeldom a dull thought has known, 
Tha t would rather kiſs any man's wife, 


n fill up the glaſſes, dear boys | 
AJ ate the of of of your time ; 
For, believe me, there's farpaſſes 
The joys of dear women and wine. 


Hoes Bb» of deft det. © han, 
*Tis as to be merry as not; 
Well hapgily Ke white we cam, 

For forrow brings nothing nothing box thoughe.. 
We'll rattle away with the laſſes, 
| And crack a gay flak with our friends; 
So thus our time merrily 

In taking the world as God fends. 

W 


Damn | 


Leerer 

He lo'es na a laſſie but me; 
's willin* to mak” me his ain, 

i ling to be: 


t 3 
mn 1 
pair o mittens o green, 

An his price was a kiſs o my mou 
An I paid him the debt yeſtreen. 


Sae mither, juſt ſettle tongue, 5 
5 An' dinns be ur Tac bauld ; | 
For we can do the thing whan we're young 

That we canna do weel whan we're auld. I. D. 


Tat Four NaT1ons. 


a by oy S, tft of buy 


ENGLISHMAN. 


2 


ws; 


" SCOTSMAN. 


Brithers, what are ye about, 
Wha the de'il makes a“ this rout ? 


to meet the Yankies face to fFice, 8 
ell gar them run, we'll gie them chace; L 
ha can purſue them, like the lads 


ul, or ty, drunk, or dry, * 
lies laigh, or mountains high, Cat 3-4 


7a 
My braid ſword, &c.- 
n. 


| © ©. 
re Emmer's heat, and winter's fnaw, 
them rin awa'; 
ſnuff, and let us ſing, 


IRISHMAN. a 
And Teague ſhall bear chorus, who never 
Te fight tor Old Ireland, fing Granavile ; and 
King George wears my harp, aud my crown, 


wy ba s the field : 
FP the laſt at the battle, and firſt flies . „ 
The French fwear that nothing can fright their II 


& 


bri TS 
much arſe of our honeſt poor Teagues. 
En be taking a drink, we'll be joining all four, 
We'll beat the Yankies, were they twenty times 


JOHN or Bapenvon. 
By the Rev. Auther of TULLoCHGoRuN. Ib 
Wur- „ eee 
n bricks des 
as 
No care I had, nor fear of want, but rambled up a 
And for a denn I might have paſs'd in country ori 
I Gill was pleas'd where'er 1 went, and when | 


I tun'd my pipe and pleas'd myſelf with Jobs of E 


azon. 


1 245 J] 
Now in the days of eth prime : miſtreſs I mall 


the mind. 
For lov, they oy one an air, and en im- 


— — __ 
Her piercing beauty truck my heart, and ſhe became 


Vf the girl, and td my pie to 0 of Baden 


— br bets, wh elit 


pain. 

got by 4. - - "NY *twas 
An honett friend a precious gift, and ſuch 
was mine: | 
And now whate · er betide, a happy man was I, 
In any ftrait I knew to whom | freely might apply : 
& feat franeame, my fried yd, bo ugh'Tont 


ſpurn'd my moan, 
I by'd me home, and pleas d myſelf with John of Ba- 
%. 
I thought I ſhould be wiſer next, and would a pa- 
triot turn, 
Began to doat on Johnny Wilkes, and ery up Parſon 
Horne; — 7 


Their noble ſpirit I admir'd, and prais'd their ma * 
Who had with fla ming tongue aud peu maintain 


the public weal : 
But e er a mouth, or two was paſt, I found myſelF 
. - betiay'sd; made.: 


"Twas Self and 1 after all, for all the ſtir they 
At laſt I ſaw theſe factious knaves iulult the very 
© __ throne, 

u, and tun d pipe, to Jobs, of Bae 
"Fee?! * 3 L 


9 


For girls, and friends, and books, and fo, you find 
them all the fame... | Cas me, 
Then be advis'd, and take from ſuch a man 


Ia neither Pope nor Cardin, nor one of de- 


fad ples then do: _ 


PujLOSOPHY AND LOVE CONTRASTED. 


PEREZ — 


Ariſtotle the Great, of all dunces-the prime, 
Ne Git place all have in . pie. 
Hig opinions and ſyſt ems like 


Els yl rk wap grove lh oe 


Ter 1 F 2 | * Dr 


BB Ta 729k wht 


: 


See at traction diſfply'd 


esse 


opinions yſtems faſbions f 
yeſterday's truth — 4 


: 


Glens 10 ay. 
ra. by electrieal ſir em: 

But opinions, and ſyſtems, ſhall all fly away, 

And yeſterday's truth become falſehood to-day. 


this too may decay, 


Tho” yeſterday's truth becomes falſchood to-day 


Peggy, I'll leave for your charmg, 
wil ov wg, | 


My love, like opinions, ſhall never decay, 


Nor yeſterday's truth become falſehood to day. T. 


Fus Aus vga. Same Tune. 

Vins female opinions what boots it to ver, 

Wo om their wild fancies our ſenſes perplex ? 

For caps, laces, ribbons, and all ſhall decay, | 

Aud yeſte:day's beauty grow bomely to-day. 

logic and foums of your Maſter of Ar: 

But like his fine fyſtems their — 24 | 

And yeſterday's love. becomes hatred to-day... . „ 

ne y round: 
decay, 


r 28 ) 
e 
Yet, like Newton's attraction, this too may decay, 
And yeſterday's miſtreſs repel you to-day. 


Vet pomatum will burn with — 
Then caps, laces, ribbons, ſhall all blaze away, 
And yeſterday's beauty de bliſter'd to-day. 


Then what can compare with the follies of love, 
They*. e worſe than the madneſsof Bedlam, by Jove! 
For all Peg's graces like dreams ſhall decay, 
And — pleaſures prove painful to-day. 
Great Franklin andNewton for me have morecharms 
"Then e'er you will find in your dear Peggy's arms: 


They'll pleaſe, while your antlets ſhall never 
Ner yeſterday's horns grow ſhorter to-day. 8 


Womnan. A ballad. 


longer let whimſical ſongſters e | 

r 
to the men to determine between 

A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 

For tho' there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 

"Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpi 
And the more I behold hon ths more „ : 
But the charms ot her temper and mind I adore ; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How bappy our days when with love we e ! 
Tu the tranſport of youth! tis the 8 hue? 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 

Wie tickles tbe taſte, love-enraptu: es the foul! -- 


fpring ; 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—khe is the beſt thing, 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we juſtly afford, 
For a time it will make one as — 8 


But woman, for ever, gives to man, 


n 


Abpazss to ThE Lapits. Surg af Ranclagh. 


E belles, and and little 
Ve a Pere ings 


Pray tell me 


Wis mms cet ies catite abdtibedh, 
Wich each motion defign'd to perplex? 
re- e „ not ſtare, 
foftneſs the teſt of your ſex, dear girls. 
. 


1 who on bexuty depends for ſupport, 


J d, and the petticoet bert, 
_— 


Een, 
&. 


And whom 
Shou'd lily attack = — 
Not with open and loca i, —brave gs, 64 
The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all maukind, * 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 


And kindly ſhould ſeem. by the artiſt debgn'd, 
To ferve as a model for you. 3 


irt ttt t 


Tus Cairn. To its own Tune. 
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oppreſs d with endleſs pains 
Whet can That dvipar 
of relief, 
he ſtood ; 


— ſhall end * 
Aud plung'd into the flood. _ 


Pr cho man whom 1 love, be my hear 


I can freely deſcribe the wretch 1 deſpiſe ; 3. 
And if he ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the pidure I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace à baboon; 3 
n courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon. . 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſchood a for, | 
rr 4 
ferocious, perverſe as a hog; 1 
S * — IG 
In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart i of lead. and his braim are of feather  . 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance'a'ſtraw; © 
Re will fure take a hint from the picture 1 drew. 


— 


ww,” 


. 
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Lirr:n VINES To its own h 


ayte, 


 B with an II with in N,—I with c- 
3 1 Fg 
is name Was Bingoe 
B—I-N—C—O! 
naked Sie 4s: oj 


2 Ate tron Ren Rigs. 
I think it is—by Jingo. 
And is not, &c. 
7 with an ,— with an N, be. 


Tun Porr's Doc. Same Tune. 


His = pm og en ene ve hell, 
gave a yell, 


He bark'd, and Cerberus 
Which made all hell ts ring—O } 
R with an IJ. -I with an N, &c. 


. 
ve him a 


7 | — 


Taz Pozr's Wirk. 
Ovunc Orpheus tickl'd his harp ſo well, 
That he charm'd Eurydice out of hell, 
a &c. | 
th a twinkum, twankum, twee ; 


With a twinkum, twankum, twee ; 
With a twinkum, tw.ankum—twankum, twinkum, 
Twintum, twAankum, twee. e 


But had ſhe been good, as the was fair, 
Pray, how the devil had ſhe come there ? 
With a twinkum, &c. 


But Fame reports that ſhe was a ſcold, 
For which the devil on her laid old 


f With a tuia lam, &c. 
But ſhe made ſuch a noiſe in hell with her tongue, 
That the devil ſoon fold her for an old 2 


Which was twinkum, twankum 
Y 


. 1 


, 
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Crour 71s CarDroWe 


His face full fair he ſmother'd black, 
| That he might 


MAES 4A ID aBuu x Dom 


Has fic a ſteady ſtock. | 
The tinker caw'd, and caw'd fu faſt, 
RESENT | 
Syne mer-ſhank way, 
That he cou'd caw nae mair. With 4 ful, . 
What's your demand? the lady faid, 
Pray tell it unto me:? 
The laird bimſelf he will come down, 
And pay. to you your fee: 
There's half a merk for ev'ry nail, 
half a crown for roovi 


t 56 9 


2 ages or _ 


Our fathers, with ſuch beauty _ 

This matchleſs fair in crouds admir d; 
Tho' matchleſs then, yet here's her marrow, 
Mary Scott's the flower of Yarrow. 


| _ Whole beauty, unadorn'd by art, 
With virtue join'd atracts each heart; 
Her negligence itſelf would charm you. 
She ſcarcely knows her power to warm you. 


For ever ceaſe Italian noiſe ; 
Let every ſtring, and every voice, 
Sing Mary Scott, without a marrow, 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow. 


. ee ccc KK. A 


HursPay, in the morn, the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty fails of France „ now: 
All bands aloft, aloft, let our ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, the lignal 2 * line; _ 
Let every hand ſupply his gun, 
Follow me, and you'll fee 
That the battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant rowl'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 
I 0 ſink the Eng pn So mugs Lud 4 OR 
Now ev 2 mind to v 
The bloody fipht begun, the ſon fs all on fre; 
And mi 


r 
W hilt a flood, all of blood, 


Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing gun. 


=» «@ 


Hy won drg vs = op dr 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow : 
ow | „ run or | 
Britiſh colours ride the iſh'd main. 
See they fly, amaz'd, thro rocks, and ſands, 
Ons Gong they pulp at to Ban Bogpemter finer 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 
The nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt eſtate. 
From thy untimely end thy Maſter's fate begun: 
Enough, thou mighty God of War! 
Now we ſing, bleis the King! 
Let us drink to every Britiſh tar. 


'FAvryer, while with pleaſure, 
;& We falute each riſing day; 
Life itſelf s no more a treaſure, 
Wben it ceaſes to be gay. 
Life itſelf, c. 


WI. Britain firſt, by heaven's command, 
. Avoſe from out the azure main, 
Sith was. the Garage, ths ovate off the lends d 
And guardian 2 fi i in; 
8 
Britons never ſhall be lav. 4. | . 
The-nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, Es 
Muſt in their turn to tyrants fall: | 
But thou fialt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh ſafe and frees. 
The.dread and envy.of them all... -& 
V5; 


crown'd, | 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
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KING's AnTururn. 


NAME, let thy trumpet found, 
Tell all the world around, 

; Great George is king. 
Tell Rome, and France, 1 
All their vile arts are vain, 


May Heav'n his life defend, 

And make his race extend 

Wicke as his fame. 

Thy choiceſt bleſſings ſhed, 

Qu his moſt ſacred head, 

And make his foes to dread | 
Great George's name, 


Ee peace and plenty brings, 

While Rome's deiuded kings 
Waſte and deſtroy. 

Then let his people ſing, 

Long live Great George our ki 

From whoin fuch bleſſings fpring,. 
Freedom and joy. 


— 


"= g EEE = let 


= 


"hi „ 
Tune, eee d du be. 
2 boaſt of his vel · kented 
Fach day let the 8 —— confound ; 


The ſtateſman may vaunt of {chemes; 
L et poets be fool'd by their y-form'd dreams: 
Let night-waſting learned their volumes * 
Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his 

he wealth, drinking, wit, Fate, I pro- 


„„ ſhe's worth all the reſt. 
Tho” birds, in ſhrill ſymphorses, ſing o'er our heads, 
And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads : 
Tho' the fruits are fo pleaſant, fo thick grow the 


trees, 
So warm ſhines the fun, and ſo cool breathes each 


breeze; 

The odour of ſpices, the pure chryſtal ſtream, 

Fach nice t of Nature I nobly eſteem, 838 
ſpice, flowers, can ne er ſtand be 


Yet birds, f 
With weman, dear woman, he's worth all the out, 


In ſickneſs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair 
r 
The noſtrum of Nature, the med'cine of Lite, 

In ev'ry affliction, the-cure is a Wire. 

But think not, ye Fair, that theſe praiſes are pai 
To the miſer-like virgin, the green-fickneſs maid; 
Tho fo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfect Ir Has — 
And jon uſelek exiſt, till you're bun 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till comus receive 
FRgEE. foft. tranſports that beauty can 


give 
The bow!'s frohe joys let him teach her to 
Aud ſhe, in return, 5 


Fd hear his 


Laſt Valentine's day to our ccttage he came, 
And me twolambkins to witneſs his flame; 


Ob! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than theix. 


I could hardly ſay No, tho aſham' d to ſay Yes. 


ove; 
 Fhen tenderly afk'd, if I'd grant him a kiſs? 
I defign'd to ſay No, but miſtook and faid Yes. 


Ye gods, 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to fay Yes. 
1 ne'er was fo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

F ne'er was fo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 


Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old maids, if you. will not ſay Les. 


Tut Mex wiitt Romarce. 


W * enter d my teens, and threw playtbing 


. alide, 
1 couceiv'd my ſelf woman, and ſit for a brids: 
2 men 1 was flatter d, my pride to enhance, 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt? 
he cry d, Chloe will now make me bleſt © 


oc the maids will beucc;. and. the men will rom 


ors _ 


t 4 3 


Polydore frww me one night at the ball, 


1 


wore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 
\his knees he iutrexted my hand for 2 dance ! 
the maids, &c. 


conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 
lar'd he ne'er faw fo much beauty before; 
ed and . 
maids, &c. 


day after day I his company had : 
cp bel an Tan oy 


ther lov'd mony, and would not advance, 
yd to my lover, Young men will romance. 
Papa would not give us a _—_ 


my 
My 2 ſwore he to wed me was willi 
So to church we both went, and at night 


dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 
0/7070 1000006O0E00605cNS 
Tu Spinning WHEEL. 


xs Colin, fiſhing near the mill, 

Saw Sally underneath the hill, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel, 
Whole heart love's tender pow'r could feel. 

The mill was ſtopp'd, no miller there; 
She [.nil'd to fee the youth appear, 
She ſmil d to fee the youth appear, 

But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel, 3 
But turu d about her {pinning-wheel. 


Thy cheeks, fays he, like peaches bloom, 
| Thy breath is like the ſpring” 


s perfume ; 
On thy lweet lips my love I UI feal. 


+ 


241 
11 


; 
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Aravouzirz HUNTING Son, by Dr. Arc. 


E duſay night rides down the 
T * 
5 e 
duda haunting w: will go, &. 
Her arms, to make him ſtay ; | 
1 — va 1 
ou cannot hunt to-day. 
Tt « hunting we w. go. G. 


Their they ſoundly fw itch 


Iv daiſies 4, and violets 

Ws abs py, of yellow _ 
And lady-imocks, all filver "white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 

cuckoo, then, on cry tree, 

Moc la married men, for thus ſings be, 
Cuc loo / — 1 0' O word of fear, 
EE to 4 marvied ear. 


pong be ym 
lowmen's clocks : 
6 * rooks and daws, 


- And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckoo then, & c. 


And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 


Then nightly ſings the [ene An agg M 


To-whitetu-whoo, a 


— Joan beth heel the pat. 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 


And g drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds 4 in the ſnow, | 
And Marion's noſe red aud raw: 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 


Aud nightly g, be. 


Im o'er young te marry yet; 
Im o'er young, it is @ fin 


To take me from my minny yet. 


nn. 
| or in your ey es there's pretty babies, 
Aud I'm the boy can yield you joy, 
So never more regard your daddy. 
O fy for ſhame! you are to blame, E 
e, young man, I pray be civil; 
I vow and fwear, my gown you'll tear, 
Leave off, you tricky coxing devil. 
M dear, don't frown, ne'er mind your gown, 
IS if | tear t, I'll buy another; 
Pl lay you down on the green ground, 
. 
Ofy!Ofy! Pll die! PH die! 
My maidenhead is now in danger 
But — tis ſo, e en let it go, 
Lou are more welcome than a ſtranger. 


He gently took her up again, 
lovingly embrac'd each other 
dear, fai thi game 
* always — mother: 
My lovelpdwain, I believe the fame, 
vow and fwear | love it dearly; 
Come when you will, you're welcome ſtill, 
For will meet you late or early. 
Now I am fitting for a man, 
And I can do't as well as any, 
And you're the one I pitch upon, | 
My dear, to take me from my minny, = 
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From Mr. 


T | r laddie : 
An airy blade fo briſk and bra”, 


With cock'd up hat, and ip 

an , 4 

* in down full low, laddie; 
graſp'd me, as I did paſs by, 
—— 4 — 


Por ladies j 


jointure-fee, laddie ? 
When books and go" vd down, 
your fake Ell fleece the bock, 


* . 


laddie 3 
ived this, i 2 


The fooner that you 
You'll be the more at eaſe, laddie ; 
And on the morrow I'll begone, 
Then marry who you pleaſe; laddie. 
And what if I ſhould chance to die, 
Leave bairns ane or twa, laſſie, 
Naething would be relerv'd for them; 
But hair-mould books to gna,, laſſie. 
Minifters ſtipends are uncertain rents 
For ladies jointore-fee, laſſie; 
— ces fk cry d dowtt,, 


© charming 
ra Sag dy Freire ms 


ane yt prey 
That firſt makes love to thee, laſſie. 
| en did I curſe my doleful fate, 
Gin this had been my lot, laddie, 
dee have match'd with fuck as 30% 


as. —— 


He lod me ts th carter bent, © 
Where we exchang'd a word, laddie ; 
We had nae uſe for black-gowns there, 


kings, queens,. and princes, 
Of the brave ſtout laddie ; 
While dominies are much employ'd 
*Bout whores and ſackcloth gewns, laddie > 
Awa then wi”. theſe whining lowns, 
They look like let me be, laddie; 
I've mair delight in roaring guns: 


$2000$0000000090000090099995 


TY» Raw, braw lads of Galla-water, 
O braw lads of Galla-water, 
I'II kilt coats above my knee, M 
And my love thro” the water. 
Sae fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
Sae bonny blue her cen. my dearie, 
Sae white her teeth, ſac ſweet her mou 
[ afteu kiſs ber till I'm wearie. | 


crave the aid 


The laſſie loſt 32 
That gar d her greet till be was wearie. 3 


Ox1Ginat or TwzzpsSIDE, by Led Fefter. 


Wa y and me were 
my noddle fu hie, 
Nas lintwhite-on all the gay 
Nor goudſpink ſae bonny as ſhe. 
I whiſtled, I pip d, and I fang, 
I woo'd, but 1 came nae ſpeed; 


Therefore I maun wander 


And lay my banes over the Tweed. 


To. Meggy love I did tell, 
Saut n 


Alas! for I lo ed her o'er well, 
And the women lo'e fic a man lefs- 
8 
er pride my ruin decreed, 
Therefore I will wander abroad, 
And lay my banes far frac the-Tweed. 


Seo -' 2 2 2 21 


HE laſs of Pezty's mill, 
So bonny, bythe, and gay, 


In I == of all, my ſkill, 


ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headcd, on the green, 
Love. midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton d. in her cen. 


Her arms, white, round, and f 
Breafts rifiag in their dawn, 
To age it would give. youth, . 
. To prels em with his hands? 
* all m „ 
Aa extaſy 


. - p 
s. , 4 * 5 ; ? 2 7 * * * 1 ; ' 
5 — 


O had I all that-wealth 


The laſs of Pea 


- — Y 1 


Dres yon meadow a 


e , 22 , r ẽůméUm,½—!x ·•=ãůn! ] 


WI 
And pleafures at my will; 
Fd promiſe and fulfill, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 

's mill 
Shou'd ſhare 1 — 


Exo, Plato, Ariſtotle, 
All were lovers of the bottle; 


A pr 
A ire a cheer 105 

ZV 1 eee e 

Love and drinking are no treaſon. 

All admire, Cc. 


. 


couple did tarry, 

The goodwife ſhe drank nocthing bat ſack and 
Canary. | 

The goodman com lain d to ber friends right airly, 

0! gin my wife wad ge hooly and fairly. 

2 4 y, and de 

And n my bouny grey marie, 

That carried me cdu 26 
3 gin, &c. 


15 


IM 
it 
: 


at market Im cover 4530 darely. 


: 
: 


's wife ſhe has laid them in pawusi 
ſtaff that 1 loo'd fo dearly. 
gin, &c. f | 


T 

[xt 
it 

ü 

: 

8 


- 
5 


1 


8 


S or when bes © wes, Fo oo ib © jorkey, 


0 ne maun keep the purſe r 
ſeek but —— gen ſcold = 'l curfes 
| (crimped and ſparely. 


And when ſhe is fu' ſhe is unco | 
O! gin, &c. * 


When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 


c 


Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the houſe 


- and 23 Wants; N i 5 * > 
She rants up ſome fool ſang, like, Up your heart, 
; Charlie. x2 3 


filr, | 0! gin, &c. 5 a 

5 laſſes ſhe ca's them baith b—— ane j--& ' 
..- I Angea's mylel' ay anc auld cuckoid calc, 7 
EW: 9 gia, &c. 6 


971 
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F 7 3 
Tar ſovrar Boxers. = 


Wat to the field, fee the morning looks 
A And, fweetly — +" wh — ne ey; 
The hounds are all eager 1 

And carol aloud to be bed to chace. 


Then hart, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And j 3123 

invites, with all its delights, . 

al along ole th pure, 

Fow charming the fight, when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To fee the ſwiſt beagles fpread over the lawns; 

> pon bo bogs rig ny Ine Age 
heir mattins they chant, as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, = 1 : 

But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart, juſt as Phæbus peeps over the bills; 

While joyous, from valley te valley, reſounds 

The outs of the hunters, and cry of the hounds. 

Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with coura 

Fly hedges or ditches, 2 4 
Borne by their bold courſers, no dangers they fear, 
And gi e 

bark, &c. > 

Ye cits, for the chaco.quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleafure of ſleeping in down; 
Uncertain E 
Ours Kill e with contentment and health, 
Then hart, &c. 


hate het tet et yet, fete 


O you, hear brother ſportſmen, the ſound of the 
D And yet the ſweet pleafure decline: [ horn, 


Cm ren your ſenſes, and, cre it in mon, 


With me the ſweet melody join. 


Thro” 9 
5 1 1 panting he lies, | 

e hounds, in cry, thro” 1 

And chace the ſwift hare till the diss * 


"7 — er Fr dasses 


All the | 


* from the eaſt tips the mountains with 


8⁰ [hold : 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops be- 
n laims the new day, 
With the ſports of the fold here* 9p wr we 
it 0 t. no pleaſure can 
While jocund 1 follow, ollow, follow, follow, vic 
Fellow, follow, follow , follow, follow, ollow, 
Follow, follow, follow, the bounds in full cry. 3 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his 

And the flave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court. 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocence till gives a zeſt to our joy. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; _ 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 

The dodtor a patient, the.courtier a place,” 

The“ often, like us, they're dung out with diſgrace 


The eit hunts a plum, the ſolder hunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, the ſhe ſeems to refuſe, - 
ret, in ſpite of ber airs ſis her lover purſues. i 


the bold and the hunt glory and wealth, 
Let, we ue ch icing — 


Aud when tir'd abroad find contentment 
e 


e 


/ 
a5 gy — Sw 


ow, my W 


Oer , ditch 
hedge, dit 


KECLITATIVE. 
the ruddy dawn. o'er mountain-top, Let 
notes ech kee ber d warbler tunes || Cet 


— pd 's ear; We! 
Jolly winds his chearful born, For | 
And the ftaunch pack return the low d ſalute. 
41. a 
Ide houmdr are unkennel'd, and now, : 
Thee” the end and the furſe will we lent, © - | 


The WT NAI %% "” 
we C begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor fwamp, 
r 
Till the notes proclaim the falling prey 
| — 
O'er that, and old beer of his own, 
This found, bright, and wholeſome we'll fing, 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king. 
And next we will fall to 's favourite ſcene, 
The rich ifte of ſaints, Britannia I mean; 
W here. men, horſes and bounds, 
Can be ſtop by no bounds, | 
For no ſpot on the earth e er bred ſportſmen ſo keen. 


= =. 4 \ — — * — 6 * 
>” IN „„ 


TINT gininne Hole viewer, whe wen contrive © 
4 Z The means to keep freedom and friendſhip alive; 
Who, firmly united, in harmony ſing, 

Whole hearts are true blue to their country and 


king! | 
All Maſons are ſuch ! hear the trumpet of Fame 
En 

Let poor wretches repair to a club, 

Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub; 

We ne er let ſuch fools our fociety join, 

For love and good - will crawn each glaſs of our wine. 
You ue er hear one Maſon another deſams: 
Our Order is happy, &c. 

The rules we adhere to are loyal and right, 

A Maſon's a patriot, to ſpeak or to fight... 


Ef 


11 
a 
Is 

23 


—— 


___ , NuT-Banewn Map. 


ben doow'd t: oo 
Day and caſtoes in Stra bogie 
kail in Aberdeen, | 


KT 


and 


149 1 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow? 4 
F 4 
1 

is oe IANS” 


Roving witk love, fancy th 

Avoans—the rol Dads Old 2. 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt- beef. 
— hapleſs Caledonia, mourn, for 
The charge prepar'd, the lawyers are wet, 
all rang d, a terrible ſhow—— 

With en ry man a cann in's hand, 

And a wench upon his knee 


But let them ſay, or let them do, 
Tis a' ane to m for 

The carle he came o'er the craft, 
And his beard new ſhaven —— 

And I'll o'er be i 
Fl o'er 

Were I to 
None 

Honeſt auld John Ochiltree, | 

My honeſt auld John Ochiltree, 

Will you come o'er the muir to me and 


ACTS 


A jolly. miller once, liv'd on the river Dees: 
te work 1 


man take bis glaſs in 


Very 


Load be d ſonſy 

a', and dear t 

WY him F'4 live, wi” hin 1'3" „ 
raue my Robin los mee. 

My titty Nn fd e me, © 

Our eoutſhip but a 

And I, or lang, be 


were daft, | 


9 orth my 
—_ bad fic a dancer. 


© r yg baith maid and wife, 
Tre liv,d in Fife, = 
2 fair,. 


Spier ye for Maggy Luder. 


Miez. 
Lo — SY 


A m 
As h 
Ben. 
On 
Good 
Wit] 
Who 
1 
Oh r. 

IN] 
Wher 
Auc 
Nos. a 

tt 


A Faveurrrs CinTara.. 
R:3SC2TATIVE. 


"70s ot te of Calais, Hegarth tells, 
Where fad ir and famine always dwelt 


Alx. A-lavely laſs to a friar came, & 

Oh rare roaſt beef! lo d by all mankind, 
El were doom d to have. tie, X 

\ ' i R $: id to my. in ip. © 
Aud — WF; 


6h 2 11 0 3 PET 


% \ N [ 


A half-tarv'd ſoldie * 
— e * 
Like 3 frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
His 2 $s meſs forſook, the fri — 

a — 2 — — 
He He hear'd a 


AIR. Feats: Mi nat... I” 


Ab, facre Dieu! vat do. 
Dat look ſo tempting red and fl 

Regar,. it is de: roaſt: beef fre I 

. 


But to my 


5 „ 
, and let me fealt my ge. 
q RECITATLIVE. 


= Y of right Hibernian c 
W hoſe brazen frout his-count = 
From S lg ay rn. 

| "AIR. Ellen 4 Ross. | 


Sweet beet, 4; hat ox See e a 


1 Joy. de b, Hh 


. 


And whips, and 
ruſtic able give me leave to ng, = 


"Ix wot yet day, fre. 
[ I me, If I'd work all 
hp gn night, Fd 833 


t % 
Few 


chanc d for to meet, 
Upon a holy day, | 
The one he wou'd the other treat, 
0 Tor to paks the time away: 
And round about the table they ſat, 


- 


I pray now, brother, drink * 
Let the malt go ever ſo dear. 
And round about, &c. 


And merry we will be, brave 
Let the times go as they will; 
We'll rant, we'll roar, we'll ne'er give o'er, 
We will tipple till we ſwill : | 
We'll fpend our days in merriment, 
"_ muſic for to hear; | 
We'll ſpend this night in joy and mirth, 
Let the malt po ever 12 


6 Give me the lad can neatly dance, 
q And fing a merry ſong ; ? 
There's nothing in this world he wants, 
All joys to him belong : 


Te 2 
And of thoſe that Fes im near; 
ny} 


And the holy-day draweth near 
From tippling we will ne'cr be debarr'd, | 
© png $ baubee here. Breet pocket, 
nd he that hath great ſtore of pelf, 

And is a miſer to good cheer, 
His life is not like thine or mine, 


\ 


SS; 
Sezzr WILLY O, fromthe Jomn uu. 
of all Nature ſweet Willy 
I TX pride of Nite was Feet Wit ©: 
firſt of all 

He g gladen's th plats; 
None ever was like to the fweer Willy O. 

fo feet 
wi e * 


So ſkilful\he 
No ſhepherd e er pip” life the et Willy ©. 
All Nature d him, the ſweet Willy O. 

ah Whate'er had a name, 

Whenever he fung, follow d fweet Willy O. 
He would be a ſoldier, the fweet Willy O; nd 
When arm 24 in the field, 


With fword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them, when living, the fweet Willy O; 


And when Willy dy'd, 
*T was Nature that 


To pert wich ar all io te Fes vial 0. 


Same Tune. 
HE of all Nature is ſweet 0 
T by Agent * 
There's nought can compare, 
With the raviſhing charms of the fweet Jenny O. 
The 1 ot he frat. rw 


Ph=bus on 
| Seage his come in 3 thy, 


n 


% 


n 5 
And wafts cv'ry odour to fweet Jenny OF, | 


18 


— 


T'other day in the ſhade ſlept the ſweet Jenny O; 
A that buzz d round, 
d ve pat to the ground, 
But fear of diſturbing the ſweet jenny, O. 
Ye gods! ſmile propitious on ſweet Jenny O! 
No object I pri Fi 
*T woxt and the ſkies, 
As the dear little heart of my ſweet Jenny O. 


sone is SHAKESPEARE" Jus EZ. 
O; E Warwickſhire lads, « Tong + am 


See what at our | 11 
Come 1 * awa , rejoice, a be glad, 
For the lad of al lads, was a Warwickſhire led. 


Warwickſhire lad, all be glad, 
4 For the lad of all lads, Ke. 


Be proud of the charms of 
9 

x GE IN ode da 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire 
Warwickſhire bard, never pair d, &c. 
Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 
Each ſhire has its different treaſures ; 

But to rare Warwickſhire all muſt ſabmit, 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit. 
Warwickſhire wit, how he writ! &c. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
cs aaa '; wade | 


| E wo 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the fkill ;-* 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will. 
Warwickſhire Will, matchl:f5 ftill ! &c. 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 

Nor Frenchman, ner Grecian, nor Roman, 
Their ſwan are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 
And the man of all men was a Warwickſkire man. 


Warwickſbire man, Avon's ſmuan, &c. 


As ver'fon is very inviting, 
To fteal it our bard took delight in: 
rern 
oy gn 5 
Aire wag, ever brag, &c. 


Fo acer was Gen fuch a creature, 

Of all ſhe was worth he rob'd Nature: 

He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 

And the thief of all thieves was aW arwickſhire thief. 
Warwichfſhire thief, he's the 411. 

For the thief, &c. 


AS Soo Se 


 SHAKESPEARE's Morsgzzx-TzzzE. 
nr with a Cup in bis Hund made 


| the Tree. 
EnaoL>thisfair goblet,'twascarv'd from the tree 
Bw hich, O my — eet Sbakeſpeare, was planted by | 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at the ſhrine, [thee ; The 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine! Fro 
Al. [ ſhall yield to the Mulbery tree 1 
Bend to thee, 
1 mutherry / 
Matchlefs was he who planted thee : 
And thou, like him, immertal ſhall be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 

| * = , Whoſe heads ſweep 
the 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 

hh 2 
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The Oak is held royal, is Britain's great bonſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſts 
But of fir we makeſhips, we have thouſands that fight, 
While one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can writes 
_ Mil ſhall yield, &c. 
Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit trees, = in flowers, 
The. garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the fweeteſ of flowers, and the faireſt of fruit: 
All ſhall yield, &c. :. 
With learning and knowledge, the welli-letter'd 
bizch, 


ch, | 

Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church ; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
Aud he gives the phyſic for body and mind. 

All ſhall yield, & c. 
The fame of the Patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its 
Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories 
Our tree ſhall i both the laurel and vine. 
Ml [hail yield, &c. 
The genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
S> the tree which he plauted, by making his own,. 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine, all in one. 

Ml fhail yield, &e. | 


Then take each a relic of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and faſhion a char: let it be: 
Fill, fill to the Planter, the cup to the brim ;- 
To honour the country, de honour to bim. 

Ail ſhail yicid, &c. 


* , % * 


Tas Rorart-Oan Tas. Foregoing Tune. 
E true Sons of Scotia together unite, | 
And yield all your ſeates to joy and delight; 
Give mirth its full ſcope, that the mation may ſee 
We hogour cur W * Creat Royal Tree. 
8 2 


| fat in thee ; 
Aud thou, Ws Hy Melt AY Jha. 


And dar d ſcarce call ** 
urge gt 
ny | 3 
Y { yield, &c. 


Morro in peace, or in war, 
"Tis acknowledg'dwith erden by each Britiſh tar, 
That the Oak, of all ſhips, can beſt fcreen us from 


harm, 
Beſt out the foe, and. beſt ride-out the ſtorm. 
Mall yield, Rc. 


Let Gard ners and Floriſts of fe plants boaſt, 
r e 
There is none of them all, from a ſhrub to a tree, 
Can ever compare, Great Royal-Oak, with thee. 


Al ſhall yield, &e. 


Tux Taz or FalENDSHIP. A Cantata, 


Tune Welcome, brother debtor. 


Axy are the teils of mankind, 
Num'rous are the pains we bear; 
Let us then unite in friendſhi 
r 
For men were hel each other, 
To fizre alike their griaf and joy : 
Let us then, when toil. 1s overz - 
In harmleſs mirth our time employ. 


Tune, The hounds are all out. 
P . 
life is a of air: 


Then he mounted the tree, and with rapture he ſaid, 


to} | 
But tho Fortune ſhoul. drive us to Greenland's bleak 


coaſt, | 
We're contented, if Fri ip comes there, 
brave boys, &c., 
ppened once, that a King, without friends, 
Was plagu'd by a hard-hearted crew; - 
When he look'd round the fields, to 


« At laſt I a firm friend have found; 
* No mortal will ſure wiſh a on his head, 
If he can with Friendſhip be crown'd.” 
M brave boys, & 
Tune, Britannia rules the waves. 
The trees that in the woods are ſeen, 
Struck by the winter's blaſt, ſhall fall, 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh on. the green, 
The mighty monarch of them all. 
Hail to the Royal, hail to the Royal Tree? 
Protector of our liberty. 
This much honour'd tree ſuch wonders hath done, 
That Britain ſtill names it as her greateſt boaſt : 
There is nothing can equal it under the fun ; 
Without it, our lives and our liberty's loit. 
Abroad it dees fail, before the briik gale, 
And brings home the ſpices and juiccs divine; 
Res TE great. Tree, with frieadſhip and 


glee; 
Around it, around it, like woodbines let's twine. 
Tune, Bell}: March, | 
From the eaſt to the weſt, 
By all men tis confe{t, | 
That the Oak is the beſt of all trees: 
There's not one, we are ſure, 
Can ſuch hardſhips endure, 
Or ptire with more courage the ſeas. 
805 Ra. 


* 
* 


s 


good fri 
Let the foe be a. duke, — LAY 
2 With our Oaks faſt in hand, 
By our friends we'll firm ſtand, 
And then knock the proud boaſter down. 


Cnotus. Tune, Hearts of Oak. 


Tlien, ſhaded beneath this great Royal T res, 

Let us from all ftrite, from all diſcord be free: 
Tho” ſurround us, let this make amends,. 
A friend in our need is the ſureſt of friends. 

Firm. as the oak let us ſtand, friends ſincere let us be: 


| Da ths et all en, ll mankind agree 


Tune, The yellow-hair'd Laddie. 
| and may fright us, and chill us with 


Bright Phvbus can cheer us with rays pure as gold ; 
F 
For he who took, ſun-ſliine can give it again. 


| The oak, that all winter was barren and bare, 
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Then let Mirth and Friendſhip enliven the ſcene. 


The true fons of Freedom together are met, 

And each by his neighbour, in order, is ſet, 

White and true Friendſhip give life to the ſong, 
The voice of Contentment the notes ſhall prolong. 


CCC 


A Baccnanarian SonG. Tune, * 
By « Gentleman in Gli ge. 


us the, mighty Bacchus! we ling thy great 


And wine in full bumpers we j 
Attend with thy train, Dolly — we on theo, 
Aud join wi ay A —— 


| With watchmen and guards we play h—1 and 


E's 7 
Fer life is a and ev'ry thing ſhows it, 
DDD 
n „ and they * ns wad 


Elated with wine, when at we revel, 
Thes' frects we keep roving, all Joviel and free 

And © kick up a duſt,” roar and fing like the d—1, 
No mortals on earth are fo as we. 

And beating the rounds, when takes his ſtation, 

"Mongft lamps, and the windows, oh! what deva- 

ſtation ! [d—mn—a; 


Ne e eee e e aus 
Dull mortals around us, of ev ry 
Who in toil, or in ſtudy, their lifetimes employ, 
— RR 


Such pleaſures as ours they can never enjoy. 
Come all at onee, then let's drink off our glaſſes; 
200 4 of old wine there's no pleaſure ſurpaſſes, 
dull fool who denies it an aſs is; 
In drinking there's pleaſure which never cancloy. . 


| TuE — — 
14 ſportſman abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away: 
The morning is up, and the ery of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hill, and oer valley he fffes: 
Then follow, we'll ſoon over take him, Huzza f 
The traitor is ſeiz d on, and dies. 


gay 
How fweet with a bottle and laſs — 
And loſe the of the day. 
With ſpert love; and wine, fickle Fortune defy; 


idee, Dull wiſdam all happineſs fours;: . 
e loud c 


Let's. trew: the: way: averwith flow 18. 


— 


C 


Taz-Catux. Tune, Gilderoys. 
Hel how heavy and how flow- 
Does the dull veſſel move! 
Slow, blow, ye gentie brezes, blow, 
And bear me to my love. | 
# bſent from her my foul eſtcems 
Bove all on earth that's dear, 
How long each tedious minute ſeems | 
That keeps me ling'ring here! we 
Blow, blow ye gentle breezes, then, 
That curl 4 waving ſea ; 
O blow, and bear me home again, 
To her fo dear to me. | 
gales, 


Alas ! nor blows the f eſh' ning 
Nor curls the waving ſea; 
Anxious I view the ſlack' ned fails, 
My Delia's far from me! 
When ſhall we, Delia, meet again? 

The thought my boſom warms : 
Bl6w freſher yet, ye breezes, then, 

And bear me to her arms. 
But tedious tho” my time now move, 

Yet when again we meet, 
Delia, with ſmiles, will crown my: love, 

And make my joy complete. L. 
0//070/\07050:70570770770:72D705:0..5@ 
Revyxo's Tons. Tune, Banks of Fnd.rmay.. 

A o'er the. mountain's graſſy fide. 
CA. . Brave Fingal chac'd the flying deer, 
One at the r dy d, 
The hero paus d, and wip d a tear. 
He lean'd upon the moſs- grown ſtone, 
«© Onee foremoſt in the chace, he ſaid, 
& Thy ſports are ended now, my fon ! 
At reſt, in- che dark houſe, thowrt laids 
& Now, when th' enliv'ning ſhell roundF, 
« Amongſt the benno, in — * 


etiring, mourn'd the hapleſs brave, 
Who like the mean inglorious lie; 
Nor more remember'd in the grave. 


SSOSSSSAaL.aS3SSCHS_ 


beauty f : 
foppling that could read nd write, 
Her praiſe in verſe proc | 


No reſi in Elkron's vale could fer 

Compare with lenny Bell. | 
For her full long did Strephon whine;, 
e his breaſt; 
But no fond flatt'rer could engage 


PasTORa. Tune, Tweedſide. 
; AS in that gay time of the year, 
When flowers enamel the green; 
And birds with ſweet notes glad the ear, 


And flocks in gay paſtures are ſeen. 
Where Flora's fair favourites ſprong, 


Thy face was with graces o'erſpread, 


Thy looks were in fweetnefs array d. 
Go mourn all ye woods, groves, and bow'rs, 
Ye ri lets and fountains lament! 
Re 
Or, at leaſt, for a time loſe your ſcent* 
op 5 Loos bw any 
e ſwe *-feather'd ſongſters don't ſinga 
Let Phoebus forget now to ſhine, | 


And winter with ſadneſs ſwift bring. 
Ye nymphs, that adorn the gay plain, 

With fadnefs your faces o'cripread; 
Let nothing but fadnefs remain, 

For ok—my Paſtora is—dead !. 


Sure Nature her aim wrong did take, 
An angel ſhe ſure wes deſign d; 
And Fate, to correct the miſtake, 
To form her immortal inclin' d. 
Paſtora! accept my laſt ſigh! 
To bliſs into this world you came: 
Aud, bleſt by your favour, I— die- 


mz 43.98 oo =, qa 


Fokker 
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* 1 
Byssy Belt and „ 
e . 
d a er on yon 
And checked it oer wi Fn. 
Tair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
a_ 3222 could alter: 
t Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 

Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint-tap; 
She ſmiles like a Mey morning, 
When Phæbus ſtarts frac Thetis lap, 

The hills with ra 
White is her neck, SE 
Her waiſt and feet's fu genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O. wow ! they're dainty. 
And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her e en like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy il ans Moy Gray: 

Ye unco fair oppreſs us 

Our fancies jee between you twa, 

Ye are fic bonuy laſſes: 

| * 

To ane by law we're ſtented; 

ten P11 draw cuts, and tak my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


OOo 
ARrRY woo, tarry woo, 

Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 

| it well, card it well, 

d it well ere you begin. 

hen tis carded, row'd and ſpun, e 
hen the work is haflens done ; SS" 


4{F 
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1 


* 


wo] 
It may be cleadiug for a queen. 
y boany harmleſs 
That feed upon the mountains 


Bleating ſweetly as ye go, 
J bro — Ho Soft and fnow ; 
Hart, and hynd, and fallow deer, 
No <4 7" FIR 
Frae kings, to him that ha' 
Are all oblig'd to tarry Woo. 
EN 
O' er the hills and valeys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too; 
Harmleſs creatures, without blame, 
That clead the back, and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fu; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo. 
How happy is a ſhepherd's life, 
Far frae courts, and free of ftrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bae, 
And the lambkins anfwer—— Mae ? 
No fuch muſic to his ear, 
Of theif or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, 
Well defend the tarry woo. 


He lives content, and envies none; 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho” he the royal ſcepter ſways, 
Has not ſweeter holydays. 

W ho'd be z king, can any tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings fae well; 
Sings fac well, and pays his due, 
With honeſt heart and tarry woo; 


- 


doll, who knew it would be healthful, 
Went a-walking with young Tom: 


J He eld 1 * &# J Yo I YN | - # # *%@O@ © 


W x the kine had given a pail-full, 
And the ewes came bleating home, 


d 307 1 
Hand in hand, fz o'er the land, fir, 
As walked to and fro; 
Tom jolly love to Dolly, 
But was anſwer d, No, no, no: 
No Tom, no Tom, no Tom No. 
Nee 
We can never get the like; 
You can never get from knitting, 
Whilſt I'm digging in the dike : 


we're gone too, and alone too, 
No one by to ſee or know ; 

Come, come, Dolly ; mall I, ſhall I? 
Still ſhe anſwer d, No, no, no, TC 


Fy upon you men, quoth Dolly 
rr 

You'll reap nothing but the folly, 
But I ſhall get the devil and all. 


Tom, with fobs, and ſome dry bobs, 
Cry'd, You're a fool to argue fo; 
Come, come, Dolly, &c. 


To the tavern then he took her, 
Wine to love's a friend confelt ; 

By the hand he often ſhook her, 
And drank bumpers of the beſt : 

Doll grew warm, and thought no harm, 
Till after a briſk glaſs or two, 

To what he faid, the filly maid 


Could hardly bring out, No, no, Cc. 
She ſwore he was the prettieſt fellow 
2 = country or the town, 
= ſo mellow, 
vol ſhe laid her down; 
Ton came to her, for to woo her, 


Thinking it was time to 


try; 
Something paſt ſo kind at laſt, 
Her bm chang'd to, I, I, I, Ce. 


Cloſely then they join'd their faces, 
„ you know what I mean; 
Coe 


BURTAKDHTKTHEHDHEHEHTHDKEHD 
hair d laddie fat down on yon brae, 


Te 


Milk the ewes, laſſie, let nane of them 
gae: 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 
"The yellow-hair'd r ſhall be my goodman. 
And ay ſhe milked, & c. 


The weather is-cauld, and my clai is thin, 

REY tay wine be in; 

They winna ” Fihou'd die, 
Ilow-bair laddie be kind to me: 


I winns dug in, dec. 

The butt the bouſe, Jenny, come ben, 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the becker s to kn; 
Tho butter, and cheeſe, and a ſhou'd fowre, 

Tn crack and kifs wi my love ae half hour ; 

0 os bat hour, and we's een mak it 


go 
To wid and deep glew, where the haters tes 
grow. 


| There under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 
i and morn; 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was ineonſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 

| But Suſie was faithful, good humour d, and free, 
» i And fair as the goddefs that ſprung from the ſea. 
| That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
Was auk 
Then figh 
The witty, 


1 


Tur ComprannT. 


To the Tune of the Braes of Ballandync. 


with gold; Fog 
The ſwains were retir d, and their flocks in the fold, 
When Delia complain'd in the woodland alone: 
Loud echoes retain'd, and replied to her moan ; 
The warblers fat liſt' ning around on the ſpray, 
And the gale breath'd in murmurs as wild as her lay. 
Ah! myStrephon ("twas thus the fair mourner begun} 
* rr 
Tour vows like the wind you forget or deſpiſe; 
You flight my complaint, and are deaf to my fighs.. 
The frown once alarming hath loſt all its power ; 
The voice once ſo pleaſing is pleaſing no more. 
Though the wood-nymplis invite to their flower- 
woven bowers; 
Though the fwains crown my head with a garlan#S 
| of flowers; | 


Tet while 
' I droop like a 
Ah! return, ct (a return to my pray'r! 
But think bow I pine in vapitied deſpair ! 

Yet vain all my hopes, all wy wiſhes are vain ! 
While the ſtream, and the breezes thus hear me com- 


plain ; 

While the birds to my anguiſh reply from the bough, 

From his Delia he wanders, and heeds not her woe. 

Ah! too eaſy to truſt all the oaths that he ſwore, 

When he vow'd that no nymph had e'er charm'd 
him before 

Be warn'd then, ye fair, nor too raſhly believe; 

Think the men, when they flatter, but waut to de- 
_— 

That the fond eaſy promiſe was ne er meant to bind; 

And believe, when they ſwear, that their oaths are 
all wind. 8. 


eee 
Tas Mon rn or Mar. 


Y rt ye laſſes, ye belles and ye beaux, 
From the clown at a wake, to the ſmart. at 


3 to a ſonnet attend, 

Which means neither city or court to offend ; 
But. harmleſsly wiſhes the charms to diſplay, 

That warm ev ry breaſt at th” approach of the May. 


In town and in country the reaſon's the ſame, 
Each belle, and each lafs, has her favourite aim; 
By Nature ſhe's rous d, in the Mall —er the gro. 
And her own little heart points the ſeaſon for lov 
Tho” the coy and the prude may — be- whe, 
Is rer they'll own the delights of the Ma 

The gay city Ce has 
8 * 
With rapture t alt next — $ approact 
To. walk in the fields, aud . * ' coach; 
To. Hackney repair, and in y. 
ca 


'S © WM | 
Wick garlands and ribbons the milk-maids a4 


Whilſt the ſweeps ſcaramouch round · the milk bucket 


So ing, ſo neat—tho' not. flaunting in filk, 
20 Joe rent} pang ger pro 
They ogle, per, are frolic and 

And oft, for nine months, tell the charmoatihe May, 


The ladies of faſhion to K 


Or perhaps take a drive with a — 


As near as they can, they aſcend to the ſky, 
And flaunt it aleft on a phæton on high: 

To bear the birds ſing how they rattle away, 
And drive to an inch—as they talk of the May. 


In parties, at eve, they to Ranelagh run, | 
Where the or wing. 8. TW —_—_ 


A nod and a wink can a meaning afford, 

And the garden is cooleſt to walk with my lord — 
To look at the fwan—and to (could the bird fay) 
*T would charm us to hear—what he ſees in the May. 


W G 
r 

With garlands around the tall May — 
As joyous e 

The vi' lets and daſies enamel the ground 

Whilſt Florizel beckons his — away, 

To view the cool beauties that ſport in the May. 


Re ww country-maid, as ſhe ſtrays thro the. 
| Id, 


Obſerves ev'ry bough does a gay bloſſom yield; 


With eye half aſkance ſees the ewe with the ram, 
And her heart gives a bound for each fkip of the lamb.. 
Above the birds court, as they bend on the ſpray, 
And Philomel warbles the ſweets of the May. 


But Phebe beware — when with Colin roam. 
= caution —— May ſtay y at home, 

o” the flow'rets and n adorng, 
The leaf that is ſweeteſt may harbour a thorns. 


Ce. 3. 


the whole ſex take my parti 
Nor, in what they moſt wiſh, till 


Banxs or CivyDE. 


feos. wid voting enum ling 

Ev'ry field and mead looks gay, 

And each grove the birds are filling 
With their ſweet melodious lay: 

Soon as chat and tea is over, 

Let each virgin, with her lover, 

To the banks of Clyde repair, 

Friſk and breathe reviving air. 

See the eve ſerene invites you 

To the mead, ye blooming fair? 
Feather'd ſongſters will delight ye, 

 Warbli in the air. 


And the place 
Lebe, and build her temple here. 
Then with joy, ye virgin thron g, 
With your lovers friſk along; 
Lance and frolic while you may, 
Tezuty laſts but for a day. AE. 


to be nice: 
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| Let us loſe the day in ſporting 
| Till the Nightingale fits 


( * 1 
Tux Quztx or Tus Mzarews. 
OnE, Amanda, charming creature! 


Hear the woodland warblers 
W hile each forward nymph of Nature 


Such ſoft tinges, fweet Apis 
Ev'ry roſe and lily there. he 


O'er the verdant carpets gay, 0 


Midnight liſt ners to his lay : 
Our kind ſtars will lend each ray, 
With the moons, or elſe attending | 
| _ Glow-worms light the hedge-row way. 

Ev'ry rural charm is waſted ; 

Dull is ev'ry round ; 
Spring itſelf remains untaſted, 
Till the Meadow's Queen is crown'd. 
Ev'ry grace attends about you; 


All things ſweet train : 
All 2 * without — 


Rel IS SI fy rg. 
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Overy aſſua 
yn Nymph, ale 

Ni 
Guo ind look would caſe ka pam. 


1 8 1 

Did you know the lad that courts yon, 

| des ©» or > woody | 

Prince of fo of dance, and ſports—you 
r 


Same Tune. 


1228 Damon, when thou'rt near me, 
Straight my vital ſpirits fly; | 
Nothing but thy ſmiles can cheer me, 
Turn, O turn thy killing eye: 
Hide, O hide thoſe blooming graces 
That th lovely face adorn : 
Who could ſhun thy ſweet embraces 
When thou'rt bluſhing like the morn. 


Lovely Damon, do not teize me 
Wikh a fake | <:nnee devs | 
Deareſt Damon, if you'd eaſe me, 
Never on the plain appear: 
Defaſt, dear youth, nor ſtrive to gain 
A heart, which is not mine to give; 
Ceaſe, O ceaſe to give ſuch pain; 
Shun my fight, and let me lice: 


Ua angels now . 

Send, ab! ſend 1 1 love?. 
Deiga, O Cupid! to dire& me ; 

Lead me: ory rtle-grov 
Bear my ſighs oft rating air, air, 
Say, | love dow to deſpair ; 

Tell him, 'tis for kim I grieve, 
For him alone. I wiſh to live. 


Mid ſecluded dells Fll wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of ni oht, 
Near ſome. bubbling rill's — 
W here he oft has bleſt my hight ;- Lb 
There to weep the night ee — 
There to waſte. is ſighs the day.:- 
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And muſt I 1 

Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling ; 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter d vale; 

There, with mournful cadence ſwelling, 


Oft my love- ſick tale: 
And the Lark and Philomel 

Oft ſhall hear a. virgin tell, 
What the pain, to bid adieu 

To joy, to happineſs, and you! 


» Y 4 — — 
4 * * * Lf . 


Same Tune. 


; 1 * ſtill, in ſilent anguiſh, 
Far from her whom I adore; 
Mult I ever love and languiſh, 

Doom d to view her face no more: 

Muſt 1 fly to ſcenes of wo! 

Muſt I ev'ry bliſs forego ! 

W by ſhould Fate fo cruel prove! 

Alas! that ever 1 did love! 


Vain my purpoſe to forget her, 

Fancy gives her to my eyes— 

See! ten thouland charms beſet her * 
See her dear idea riſe ! 

See, fair maid, my dying bloom! 

See a tender youth conlume! 

Sad, for ever let me ſtray, | 

To mourn and figh my life away. 

Far from human crouds retiring, 
Stranger to the voice of Fame, 

In ſome. loneſome vale expiring, 1 
Of a conſtant — hapleſs flame ; 

There, when worthleſs life is o er, 

rr. 

Weeping nymphs my grave ſhall fe, 

Sed polling lovers pity ns. W. M. 
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ET lords about court boaſt of ſtars and of 
C FER nd 
Here, look upon Sue, and the roſe on her face, 
Which beats all the rouge and the Cheſterfield grace. 
Would the but yield up their wine, 
Nein 
Such fair linen cheeks would not always prevail, 
F wadromnatatuad.d 


Fe more of the of France and of Spain, 
Cr what the huge Indiaman rolls o'er the main : 
We deſpiſe foreign ſpirits of brandy and rack, 
If the gives hop, and ſweet Sue gives the 


Would the dames of the fox, and their daughters 


dreſs 
And follow che manner of brrom Queen Be, 
They wou'd ruff up their necks, nor look puli -- 


pale, 
Did they rouge up their cheeks with a jug of brown 
What does not our ſmall fertile iſland produce? 
Does the Rhine, or the Tagus, pray, ys Gard © 


It is this that enables the ſoldier and tar, 
'To whirl on the foe all the thunder of war. 


Hence Nabobs to India, with rapine and ſpoil, 
Nor „ ai eee 
Lads and laſſes drink round to the plough and the fail; 
r enn 
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Tag Sakzors Fazz ort. 


Written by Capt: Fhomſon, and ſet by M.. Fa. 
AE il ſhivers in the wind, 
yet my ſoul, m , 

Are, Mary, 


k n 1 
For, tho' thy and. 
Still love ſhall be bis leading far. 


Should land men flatter, when we're ſail d, 
O doubt their artful tales; 

. 1 I 
| Cupid fill'd his fails : 
4 Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 
'Sirens in ev'ry we 

More fell than nokta and Waves ; 
But faijors of the Britiſh fleet 

Are lovers, and not flaves 

No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 

he Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 
| The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 


| 
| 


The pow ire 
with you, 
— Fwect girls, adien! 


| | :nin/o;o/o;os;o;s oo o; oo; 
Taz Saitok's RETURN. 


EnorD, from many an hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts re:e, 

Your faithful Tom retorns again ; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles 
IDO ſweet to tread our = 
it conqueſt to return at 
1 
O one to pretend, 
8 ee defend. 
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Tux Lorrz Nx. 1 
Trip me a while, ye adventuring 
Are onde toy 
The folly of Lott'ries you now may, explore; 


Then be wile, ere too late, and adventure no more. 
Toll lol de roll, vel 


Dame Fortune's a jilt, that will ever deceive, 
And her agents cajole you, and laugh in their fleeve ; 
2 omiſe great fortunes to eredulous elves, 
But their art 5. ws dap the good luck to them» 
ves. 


run or prize, or do juſt what you 
chuſe, 2 885 
But ne er wonder at this, for tis you that muſt loſe: 


If their horſes you purchaſe, tis odds but you fail; 
If a Chance—there's a chance you get nothing at all. 


With the hopes to get riches be bubbled no more, 
mut 12e. 


The chance in cach Lott'ry you them will deſpiſe, 
And ſoon find, that Contentment's a capital prize. 


HERE aA, THERE AWA 


ERE awa', there awa', here awa”, Willie, 
Here awa', there awe”, had awa” hame ; 
Lang have I ſought thee, dear have 1 bought thee, 

Now I have gotten my Willie again. 
Thro' the lang muir I have follow'd my Willie, 
Thro' the lang muir I have follow'd him hame, 


Whatever betide us, nought ſhall divide us, 
Love now rewards all my ſorrow and pain. 


Here awa', there awa”, here awa' , Willie, 
Here awa', there awa', bad awa' hame. 
Come Love, believe me, nothing can 
ka thing pleaſes while WIE at tame. 
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me 
ſet 
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n, I think 


My brains you 
He gi'd ber ay the other hi 

4 4 adder a, 
Tm like to mak 
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And be malt 


you'll murder m 
out will 


 Famie— oO 
d 


me, 


knockic 51 
buckie—O. 
By barn, 


U 4 ] 
and when ſhe did begin to ipurn, 
| He lent ber ay a knockie—O. 
he went to the mill-dam, 
1 2 'e her a ducki 


: jel, that had a ſtick, 
And e chie”, her backie—O. 
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But 
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At 
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: did her motto make: Tap 

Ao eee lick un honeſt Iuckic—O, And 
« Who never left the drinking trade, M 
« Until ſhe'got 2 ; oY 
. ˙ A DIO Of 
7 n he's a bonny lad, C 


Up wi't now, 1 1 5 


Of ibe lads that I do ſee, 
of Bands mes to the ploughman. 


. Ni 1 


ow Gal 


The ploughman he to his 
rr 
But he maun yoke the ſtots again, 
And bruik about the braes o't. 
Up wi't now, &c. 
He has three ouſen in a 
And twa of them are jo, 
The fecing ane be gres before, 


Twa of them fell o'er 
The third he ſcrambled in, jo. 
Up wi't now, &c. 


will waſh m ploughman's hoſe, 
Aud I will waſh bis erer. —Y 
make my ploughman's 
And cheer him 1 early. | 
bs foggy ns cog 
oughman ; 
e itt, 
Commen me to the ploughman. 


bill, and on dale, 
od pe e 
"imma rink the ploughman's halt, 
— IT” 8 
Ddz 


Sic a bra” k 7 IE 
He fll'd the bouſe 4 fu' o fleas, 


a” — 

112421 ionn 
And a' the young men, &c. 
* 


Sic a bra' hiſſey! 
Gi'e me my maidenhead 

Daffn down, and 
Gre me my maidenhead, &c. 


O what way wad ye hae't again? 
Sic a bra” Ny! 

Oh! juſt the way that it was ta'en, 
Daffin down, and daffin down. 

Oh! juſt the way that it was ta en, 

Daffin down and dilly. 


= 
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Tus GRINDING OF THE CT 


*HE maid's to the mill _ 
1 * 
The maid's gane to the mill by night, 
Hey ſae wanton ſhe: 

She's fworn by moon and ſtars ſae bright, 
That ſhe ſhould hae her corn ground, 
That ſhe ſhould hae ber corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


Out then came the miller's man, 
Heck bey, fae wanton; 

Out then came the miller's man, 
Hey ſae wanton he: 

rn 

or to ber corn ground, 
22 

He put his hand about ber neck, 

Hech hey, c. 

r.. 

And there ſhe got her corn 
2 


- 


* 


| » CE: 
It — os. chief — a her kin, 
0::0/29/10//0//0// 0000000010 
Tus Caurparrs Wootr.. 
T* Ext came a young man to my daddie's door 
1 „ | . 
'There came a young man to my daddie's door, 
Came ſeeking me to woe. 
Aud vow but he was a bra young lad, 
A briſk young lad, and a bra young lad;. 
7. 
Came ſecking me to woo.. 4 


| * 9 7] 
I ſtraightway ſhow'd him to the dder r 
Saying, Come nae mair to woe. 25 
There lay a duck-dub before the 0. or, 
Before door, before the door, 
Thare lay a duck-dub before the door, 
Out came the goodman, and high he ſhouted, 
2 © ho Ee were gather AoC 
a' the town neighbours were gather its. 
But there lay be, I trow. 
Then out came I, and ſneer d, and ſmil d, 
Ye came to woo, but ye re a beguil'd ; 
Yc've fa'n i” the dirt, and ye're a befyl'd, 
We'll hae nae mair & you. 

Aud vow. but, &c. 
Annen 
ABSENCE. In the manner of Inks Ton. 

V the Rev. Thomas BbacxLock, D. Do 

E rivers fo. limpid and clear, 

Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 

All the beauties that vary. the year, 

All the flow'rs on your margins that grow: 

How bleſt on your banks could I dwell, 
Were Meliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare; 

And teach your ſweet echoes to tell. 
With what fondueſs I doat on the fair f. 


Ye harveſts, that wave in the breeze 
As far as the view can extend! | 
Ye mountains, umbrageous with 
Whoſe tops ſo majeſtic alceud ! 
Your landſcape what joy to-ſurvey, 
Were Meliſſa with me to admire! | 
Than (INIT won? given, few gays = 


822 whilſt I rove, 
e fragrance:ef ſſow ra to inhale;: 
Or watch from the paſtures and grove, 


Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 
A heart agonizing with pain, 

W hich trie: + ery poſture for eaſe. 
If anxious to flatter my woes, 

Or the languor of abſence to cheer, 
Her breath I would catch in the roſe, 


Te 2 


that viſit my fair, 
Le fun- beams around her that play, 
Does ker fympathy dwell on my care? 5 
Does ſhe number the hours of my ſtay ? 
Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, ' 


Firſt periſk all elſe that is dear, 
C'er one figh ſhould efcape her by ſtealth, 
E'er my abſence ſhould coſt her one tear. 


When, when ſhall her beauties once more 
This deſolate boſom Turprilſe ? - a 
Ye fates! the bleſt moments reſtore | 
When I baſk'd in the beams of her eyes,. 
When, with ſweet emulation of heart; 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow ; 
But the more. that we-ſtrove to impart, 
We felt it more ardently glow. 


Tus SuUnPRISE.. 
Had a borſe, and 1 had nae mair, 


You na been ſae blate, man; 


Lou might hae come to me yourſell, 
And tald me of err 


Then ſhe pat ſiller in my purſe, 

We drank wine in a cogie ; 

oo BED 6 6 word Sant, 
And wow but I was 

But I gat ne er ſac fair a 
Since I came frac my 

The laird came rap rap to the yatey 
When [ was wi his lady. 


F 
d me wi a 
„ 
And wih d me wi my daddy. 
The laird went out, he faw na me, 


Tas Mananzs't s Wr. 


UT are you {ure the news is true? 
B And are you ſure he's weel!? 
Irre wark ? 


Ye jades, ing by your wheel. 
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There's nae lack about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at & ; 
There's nac luck about the houſe, 
When our goodman's . 


Is this a time to think of wark 
When Colin's at the door ? 
Rax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 

And ſee him come aſhore. 


Riſe up, and make a clean fire-ſide, 
Put on the muckle pat; 

Gre little Kate her cotten-gown, 
And jock his Sunday's coat. 


Mak their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
umme 

It's a to 
4111 


There are twa hens into the crib, 
Have fed this month and mair, 

Mak haſte, and thraw their necks about 
That Colin weel may fare. 


ng Gow og meat Benet, 


7 
And then ge tell the Nin: , 
That Colin's come to town. 


; Dr 


And a to 2 
en 


Sac ſweet his voice, Gae ſmooth his tongue 
His breath's like cauler air, 

mr 
A 


And will 1 ſee his face 
n 
Fm 
In 


peak? 
ee greet 
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Ti.DzROY was a bon: 
G en Co 
His ſtockings were of filken ſoy, 

Wi' garters ing down : 
It was, | ween, a comely fight, 
To fee fac trim a boy; 


He was my jo, and heart's delight, 


Oh! fic twa charming een he 
NN IRAN 


My Gilderoy 
Baith in one town together, 
We ſcant were ſeven ycars before 
We gan to luve each other: 
Our daddies and our mammies they 
Were fill'd wi meikle joy, 
To think upen the bridal day 
*T wixt me and Gilderoy. 
For Gi that luve of mine, 
Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding fark of holland fine, 
Wi filken flowers wrought : 
And he gied me a wedding-ring, 
W hich I receiv'd with joy ; 
Nae lad nor laſſie e er could fling, 
Like me and Gilderoy. | 
Wi' meikle joy we ſpent our prime, 
Till we were baith fixteen, 
And aft we paſt the langſome time 
Amang the leaves fae green: 
Aft on the banks we'd fit us there, 
And ſweetly kifs and ors : 
my hair, 
oy. 


vi garlands gay he'd 


| F 224 ] 
Ob! chat he till had been content 
WY me to lead his life, 
But, ah! bis manfu heart was bent 
To ſtir in feats of ſtrife : 
And he, in many a vent'rous deed, 
His courage bauld wad try, 
And now this gars my heart to bleed 
For my dear Gilderoy. 
And when of me his leave he took, 
The tears they wat mine e e; 
I gave tull him a parting look, 
„ My benniſon gang wi thee? 
God ſpeed thee weel, mine ain dear beart, 
For gane is all my joy; 
My heart is rent fith we maun part, 
y handſome Gilderoy.”” 
My Gilderoy, baith far and near, 
Was fear'd in every town, 
uldly bare awa the pear 
Of many a lawland toun ; 
Nane e ir durſt meet him man to man, 
= ——_— —— 
At length, wi' numbers, he was tane, 
My winſome Gilderoy. 
The Queen of Scots poſſeſſed nought 
That my love let me want, 
For cow and ewe he brought to me, 
And e en when they were ſcant: 
All theſe did honeſtly poſſeſs, 
He never did annoy, 
Who never fail'd to pay their ceſs 
To my love Gilderoy. 
Wae worth the loun that made the laws, 


To bang a man for gear; 


To reave of life for ox or aſs, 
For ſheep, or horſe, or mare: 

Had not their laws been made fac rick, 
I ne'er had loft my joy ; 

WY ſorrow ne'er had wat my cheek 

| For my dear Gilderoy. 


Gif Gilderoy A _ 
He might hae baniſh'd been; 
Ah! what fair cruelty is this, 
To hang fic handiome men! 
To hang the flow'r o' Scottiſh land, 
Sae ſweet and fair a boy; 
Nae lady had fae white a hand * 
As thee, my Gil deroy. 15 | 
Of Gilderoy ſae fraid they were, 
They bound him — 
Tull Edinburgh they led him there, 
And on a gallows hung: 
They hung him high aboon the reſt, 
He was ſae trim a boy; 1 
There dy'd the youth whom [I lo'ed beſt, 
My handſome Gilderoy. | 
Thus having yielded up his breath, : 
I bare his corpſe away ; 
WY tears that trickled for his death, 
I waſht his comely clay; 
And fiker, in a grave fac deep, 
I laid the dear-lo'ed boy, 
And now for ever maun I weep, 
My winfome Gilderoy, 


NTSESENESDNDNDNESDSESTSDSS 
Tux Bartrtis or FLowDENHILL. 


* heard of a * at our ewes milking, 
Laſſes a lilting before the break of day ; 


But now there's a moaning on ilka loaning, 
That our braw foreſters are a wols away. 
At bughts, in the morning, nae blyth lads are ſcorn- 


—_ - 
The laffes are lonely, dowie, and wae; 

Nae daffin, nae gabbin, but fighing and ſabbing, 
Ik ane lifts her leglin, and hies ber away. 

At een, at the plomin, nae ſwankies are roaming 
Mo nęſt ſtacks, with the laſſes at bogle to play, 

But ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary, : 
The flowers of the 18 that are wede away. 
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At har'ft, at the ſhearing, r 
The bes her are runkle, lyart, and grey; 

At a fair, or a preac , nae wooing, nac fleeching, 
Since our braw ers are a wede away. 


O dool for the drder, ſent our lads to the border! 
The Engliſh, for ance, by guile gat the day: 
The Flower of the foreſt, that ay ſhone the 
The prime of our land lies cauld in the clay. 


We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking, 
The women and bairns are dowie and wae, 

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning, 

Since our braw foreſters are a wede away, 


Had AWI FRAE ME, DonALD. 


Gren 
Or will you hae ta ring, Mattam ? 
Or will you bene ki —_ 
And dat's ta Mattam. 
Had awa', bide wa "0 
Had awa frae me, Donald ; 
Fll neither kiſs, nor hae a ring, 
Nae tartan plaids for me, Donald. 


O ſee you not her ponny progues, 
Her fecket-plaid. plew, creen, Mattam ; 
Her twa ſhort hoſe, and her twa ſpiogs, 
An a ſhoulder- -pelt apoon, Mattam ! 


Had awa frac me, Donald; 


Nae ſhoulter-belts, nae trinkabouts, 
Nac tartan hoſe for me, Donald. 


Her can peſhaw a petter hough, 
Tan him wha wears ta crown, 
Herſell hae piſtol and claymore 
Ta ſlie ta lallant lown, Mattam. 
| Had awa' had awa”, 
Had awa' frae me Donald; 
For a” your houghs and warlike arme, 
You're ns > match for me, Donald, 


ghland fang, 
but harſh wi me, Donald. 
In ta morning when him riſe, 
Ye's get freih whey for tea, Mattam ; 
Sweet milk and ream as much you pleaſe, 
Far cheaper tan Pohea, Mattam. 
Had awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; | 
I winna quit my morning's tea, 8 
Your whey will ne'er agree, Donald. 
Haper-Gallic ye's pe learn, 
And tat's Wy odd 1H ſpeak, Mattam : 
 Ye's gat a ſheeſe an putter kirn, 
Come wi me gin ye like, Mattam. 
Had awa', had awa', | 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 

Your Gallic, and your highland chear 
Will ne'er gae down wi” me, Donald. 
Fait ye's be ket a filler proch, 

Pe pigger as the moon, Mattam ; 
Ye's ride in currioch, 1 of coach, 
An' wow put ye'll e, Mattam. 
Had awa', Arptady * | : 
| Had awa' frae me, Donald: 
For 2* your highland rarities, 
Lou re not a match me, Donald. 
E 2 | 
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Is tis ta way tat ye Il be guide 
Pra protty man like me, Mattam? 
Sae lang's claymore hing py my fide 
Pl nifer marry tee, Mattam. 
O come awa', run awa', 
© come wa, wi! me, Donald : 
I wadna quit; t. my Highland man: 


ente eee neee 


Tus 7 — By Dr. 3 


Eas ETI pe Highland ſhentleman, 
H Pe auld as Pochwel prig, man; 


An' mony alterations ſeen 
Amang te Lawlayd Whig, man. 
Fal Lal, &e. 


Firſt when her to the Lawlands came, 
Nainſell was droving cows, man: 
There was nae laws about hims nerſe, 
About the preeks or trews, nan. 


Nainſell did wear the phila 
The plaid prick't on her 3 
The gude claymore hung be her pelt, 
The piltol tharg d wi pouder. 


But for whereas theſe curſed | 

Wherewith her nerſe be lockit, 
Ohon ! that e'er ſhe ſw the day! 

For a' her houghs pe prokit. 


Every ting in te Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration ; 

T'e ſodger dwall at our toor ſheek, 
And tat's te great vexation. 


Scotland be turn't a Ninglan” now, 
An' laws pring on te cadger ; 

Naiuſell wad duck her for ker deeds, 
But oh ſhe fears te ſoger, 


Anither law caine after that, 
Me never ſaw te like, man; 
They mak's lang road on te crund, 
And ca” him turnimſpike, man. 


They tak the horſe t'en py te head, 
AS TUE CR n0% Ris Anat, mas z 

I tell'd them that I ſeen te day 

He had nae fic command, man. 


Nae doudts Nainſell maun-traw her purſe, 
Aud pay them what hims like, man : 

Pll fee a on his _s 

Tat filthy Twrnimbike, mas 


But Fll awa' to the Highland kills, 

PR. jor 4 te il a ane dare turn her, 
d no come near her Turnimſpike, 
Unleſs it pe to puru her- 


Tre USQUERAE. 


OxaLy's a ſhentleman, an evermore ſhall, 
For ſhe's porn f the Highlands, the pack o 

Dunkel. 
Put the king and his cadgers ha'e e made her a prey; 
An' tane prith her pot, an her tear Uſquebæ. 


Nainſell now has naething of auld Highland hue, 
Put her turk, her claymore, and her pounet o blue: 
Her plait and her kilt, ohon! maj; wae! 
She's reaved of them, and her tear Uſquedz. 
I was not a0the the! e 
Nor am | rogue, who was never a 
Nainſell was a ſodger, and got te 's pays 
An yet I'm bl of her tear Ufgach 
. * 1:5 445-  - * NOIOIN 
2 and work like à man 
2 | 


j* » 


1. $39 J 
If ye ſec te king, tell her it's no te way; 
Jo tak trac poor Donald his tear C ſquebæ. 

When our Shanet was fick, and pearing te pairn, 
A trink of good whiſky it cherith'd his prain: 

It made him to frag, and the houdie to pray ; 
This was the fruits o her goot Uſquebz. 

The Whilly's te life o te Highland befure, 
Now te king's ain tear fogers may die in te muir : 
When her feets will be fair, in a cault winter-day, 
She'll miſs Donald's kebbucks an' goot Ulquebz. 

My curſe on te cadger t'at e'er he was born; 
Poor Highlandman now maun pe Lallandman-fcorn; 
 Naihſell_tho' pe hopes to ſee petter day, | 

An' te te il get the cadger, and her Uſquebz. 
CI DEE SS IS DI SS SSIS DISD 
WATWARD WII E. 
Las ! my fon, you little know 
1 The ſorrows that from wedlock flow; 
Farewel to every day of eaſe, 
When you have got a wife to pleaſe. 
Sae bid: von yet, and bid> you yet, 
Te little ten uhu to. bid? you yet; 
The huif of that will gain ye yet, 
if « w«.zward wife odtain ye yet. 


Your experience is but fmall, 
As yet yuu've met with little thrall ; 
The black cow on your feet ne'er trode, 
Which gars you ling alang the road. 
Sae bide you yet &c. 
Sometimes the-rock, ſometimes the reel, ; 
Or ſome piece oi. the ſpinning wheel, | 
She will drive at you with good will, 
And then ſhe'll ſend you to the de il. 
Sue bid: yam yet, &. 
When I, ke you, was young and free, 
I valu'd not the proudel he: 
Like you | vainly boaſted then, 
That men alone were born to reign. 
But Aude you yet, &&. 


4 
A 


wo 


And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers. 


And there | faw my fiithleſs lover, 


x ©» > +, > So» 
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Great Hercules and Samſon too, 
Wee ſtronger men than | or you, 
Yet they were baffled by their dears, 


Sac bid: you y*it, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well-built-walls, 
Are proof gaĩnſt ſwords and cannon balls, 
But nought is found by fea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand. 

Sae bid 2 &c. 


CHEAR UP u HEART. 


A I was a walking ae May-morning, 
The fiddlers and youngſters were making their 


0 [game ; 
And a' my forrows returned again. | 
Nell ſince he is gane, joy gang wi him, YT 
Its n:wer be he ſhall gar me com 
Pl chear up my heart, and I will get ankles, 
PU never lay a' my lone upon ane. 


I cou'dna get ſleeping yeitreen for weeping, 
The tears ran down like ſhowers of rain; 


An' I hadna got greeting my heart wad a broken, 
And O! but love's a tormenting pain. 
But ſince he is gane, &c. | 


When I gade into my mither's new houſe, 


I took my wheel, aud fat down to fpiu; 
"Twas there | firſt began my thrift, 

And a' the woors came linkin” in. 
It was gear he was ſceking, but gear he'll nae geb. 
Audi n:w:r be he, &c. 


Babs YE YET. 


IN I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, 
A bonny wee wife to praiſe and admire, 
A bonn ay wee yardy aſide a wee burn, x 
Farew 


to the boa that yammer and mourn ; 


1 22 J 

* R 

Te little ken what may betide you yer? 

Some bonum wee bodie may be my lat, 

And Fl] ay be canty wi” thinking t. 
When I gang afield, and come hame at e en, 
Ae 
Aud a bennie wee bairnie upon her knee, 
mann >, oc gaps 

ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be 

A diff 'rence atween my wee wife and me, 

In hearty good humour, altho' ſhe be 2 

TI kiſs her, and clap her, until ſhe be pleas'd. 
Hud bid: ye yet, &e. 


Tat Lover's Cour LAN r. 


— penſrre on the lonely plain, 
2 the fight of her I love, 
To, th clear ftream l Vn my pain, 
And paſſion to the grove. 
Eche, 8 of the wand. 
j From all y cells reſound my care; 
Aud Forth, along thy ſilver flood, 

* Convey my murmurs to the Fair. 


Tell her, O tell the charming maid, 
In vain. the feather'd warblers ſing ; 
In vain the trees expand their ſhade, 
Or blvomin Flora paint the ſpring = 
When abſent her dearer charms, 
Not all theſe beauties can invite; 
But did the blefs ker Jamie's arms, Es 
E'en barren deſarts would deliglit. M. 


— 


Taz Broad SworDs or SCOTLAND. 
WI our valiant anceſtors did land in this Iſle, 
Brave Fergus commanded, and vict ry did 


file; the ſeil. 
With their broad-ſwords in hand they well clear'd 
the broad: > of Oid" Scotland, 


tad d the Cd Scott ſb broad fwerde. 


(. 933] 

The Romans, the Pidts, and the Old Britons too, 
Us, by fraud, and by guile, did attempt to tubdue ; 
But their ſchemes prov'd abortive, while we did prove 

0 th: broad ſwords, &c. | true. 
Tho” ſome factious nobles, to ſerve their own end, 
Would join with the t.nglith, themſeli es to betricud, 
And we loſt at firſt, they did loſe in the end. 

G the broad [words, Ke. 
Remember brave Wallace, who boldly did play ; 
Bruce at Bannockburn—what a glorious day! 
The flowers of Old England our heroes did ſlay. 

0 the broad ſwords, &c. 
See Edward their king take his heels in a fright, 
Nor e'er look behind, but in Berwick alight; © 


In an old fiſhing-boat be bade Scotland good-uigitt. 


G the broad ſwords, &c. 
Our Scottiſh anceſtors were valiant and bold, | 
In learning ne'er beat, nor in battle controul'd : 
But now—fſhall I name it ?—alas! we're all fold: 
O the broad ſards, &c. | M. 


EEC % % + +4 $ 
Tur Aurb Max's Maxz's FEaD. By Mr. Watt. 


IE auld man's mare's dend, 
The pure man's mare's dead, 
T he auid man's mare's dead, 


She had the hooks they ca'd the crooks, 
The japiſh and the wanton looks; 
On every lug ſhe had the brooks, 
And the hooks aboon her eye. 
Aud the auld man's mare's dead, Cc. 
She was cut-luggit, panch-lipit, 
E£teel-wamed, Itanchel-fitit, 74 1 
Chanler-chaftet, and lang- necket, ET 
Aad yet the bruite did die, | 5 
And the auld man's mare's dead, &c. 


When firſt my maſter came to town, 


He tied me to a ſtauchel round, 


Tus — anD Ros. By Mr. Watt. 

N. B. The two laft lines of each verſe to be repented twice, 

| and Thirftle marked thus C'] termed Scotland is the 
was in old times, when trees compos d rhymes, 
And flowers did with elegy flow ; 

It was in a field, which various did yield, 

A Roſe and a Thiſtle did grow. 

In a ſun- ſuĩining day, the Roſe chanced to ſay, 
Friend Thiſtle, Fl be with you plain, 

And if you would be united to me, 
You would ne er be a2 Thiltle again. 


Says the Thiſtle, My ſpears defends mortals and fears, 
Whilft thou'rt unguarded on the plain; 

And I do ſuppoſe, tho I were a Role, 
I wou'd long to be a * Thiſtle again. 


O Friend, ſays the Roſe, falſely ſupppoſe, 
wow witneſs ye Foes © of the plain, : 
ou wou'd take ſo much pleaſure, in Beauty's 

vaſt treaſure, a 
You would ne'er be a * Thiſtle again. 
The Thiſtle at length admiring the Roſe, 
With all the gay Flowers of the plain, 
She throws off her points, herfelf ſhe anoints, 
And now in cloſe Union ſhe's gone. 
But in a cold ſtormy day while heedleſs ſhe 
No longer could forrow refrain, * 
Ste fetched a groan, with many Oh—on ! 
O were | a * Thiſtle again! 


France and Spain. 


| England. 


— 3386 3 

But now I'm the mock of Flora's fair flock, 
Nor dare I preſume to complain; 
But remember that I diſaſterly cry, 
O were | a Thiftle again 

But remember that I di 


Taz WzppinG Dar. 
NE night, as poor Colin la muſing on 
With his heart full . 
To wing the dull hours, and his forrows allay, 
How ſweetly be of his wedding day, 

O what would I give for a wedding day! 

O what would | give for a wedding day! 

Wealth and Ambition I'd loſe you away, 

With all you can boaſt, for a wedding day. 
Should the heavens bid me aſk, and with freedom im- 
One bliſs for the anguiſh I ſuffer d before, [plore, 
For jeſſey, dear |elley, alone would I pray, 

p my w wiſh on my ing day. 

Bleſt be the of my wedding 1 

TII hail dear nymph on my wedding ; 

Earth miles more charming, and . 


And happineſi dawns on my wedding day. [gay, 


But Luna, who lly forv'rei 
O'er hearts of the ladies, and 


Bachelors, be warn'd by the ſhepherd's diſtreſs, 
Be taught by your freedom to meaſure your bliſs; 
Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey, 
Aud blaſt all your hopes on « wedding day. 
Horns is the gift of a wedding day ! 
Want and a {cold crowns a wedding day! 
Happy's the gallant has a wife while he may, 


Aud prefers a ſtiff rope $0 a weddiug day. 


BE ERS. 
Tux Grey Cock. | 
O Saw ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother, 
Cr faw ye my true love lohn! | 


I not your father, I ſaw not your mother, 
But | ſaw your true love john, 


It's now ten at night, and the ſtars gi'e nae light, 

, Ant the bells they ring ding dong; 

He's met wi ſome delay, that cauſeth * to ſtay, 
But he will be here ere 1Iong. 


The ſurly auld carl did naething but ſnarl, 
And lobany's face it grew red ; 

Yet tho' he often ſigh'd, be ne'er a word reply d, 
Till all were aſleep in bed. 


Up Johnny roſe, and to the door he goes, 
And penitly tirled the pin; 

The latfie taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, 
And ſhe open'd, and let him in. 


And are ye come at laſt, and do I hold ye faſt, 
And is my johnny true! 

I have nae time to tell, but ſae lang's 1 like myſell, 
Sae lang fhall I love you. 


Flee up, flee up, my bonny grey cock, 


And craw when it is day; 
Your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten gold, 
And your wings of the filver grey. 


a) 


The cock prov'd falſe, and untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour o'er ſoon; 

The laſſie thonght it day, when he ſent her love 
And it was but a blink of the moon. [away, 


h ofo-o-of-o tÞe-o- co dÞ-o J-Þ-<<Þ 


H V bow, — y lad, had 
Yere no fie kind's ye hae been, 
Hey how, johny lad, ? 
Ye're no fie kind's ye ſud hae been, 
Sac weel's ye might hae touzled me. 
Aad ſweetly pried my mou” bedeen. 
Hey how, Johny lad, Cc. 


„ ww aw w.o ci 


1 hope that my two-pence is as good as thine. . 
; The King he fat down with the Tinker 


T* 


- My father he was at the 
My mother ſhe was at the mill, 
My billy he was at the moſs, 
n 
The feint a body was * oY 
Ye need na fley'd | „ for being bes. g 
Hey how, Jobony lad, oc. FT: 
But I maun hae anither jo, | 
We or eng ee ut of in, 
And winna let the moment 
Re | 
ng yere wa's to Blinkin' Beſs, 
Neo mob the ofa ny fall ſhe grien. 
Hey how, Johnny lad, Ce. | 
n — 


KrnG and TinkER. 
ND now, to be brief, let's pals over the reſt, . 
Who ſeidom or ever were given to jeſt, 


— wen en 69k = 


A pleaſanter monarch ſure never was known. 


Once, as he was chaſing his fair fallow-deer, 

He dropp'd all his neb es, of them be got clear; | 
In ſearch of new pleaſures away he did ride, 
Tul he came to an alebouſe, juſt by the wood fide. 


And there with a Tinker he bappen's to meet, | 
Whom in this kind manner he did lovingly greet ; 


He faid, Honeſt fellow, what is in thy jugg, 


Which under thy arm thou doſt lovingly hug ? 


In truth, faid the Tinker, tis happy brown ale, 
And for to drink to thee I never will fail; 
Altho” that thy jacket is glorious and fine, 


Nay, now, by my ſoul, the truth ſhall be 


- AY 
He call'd for one pitcher, the tinker anothr;-- --- - 


Fr 


-. 


ö 
N 
1 
| 


Ti was god thing 


— og ng ot tr. 


There's nothing of n 

n 
19 | 

8 A E ba ee, & 

Altho* 1 have travelPd = — many ways, 

I ne'er faw the King in all my whole days. 
in a briſk hter, reply” 

OO Fellow, If chow cant? bur 21d, 


the Tinker, his lords will be dreſt 
Zo fine, that L.cannat tell him from the reſt : | 

They will; but I tel! you, when once we come there 
The King will be cover'd, his nobles all bare. | 


Then up got the Tinker, and hoiſted the black- 
t ef leather, and tools on his back; 


— on ry Bae 6p abt 

Sir which i the King? 2 
The King to the Tiaker, he made this reply, 
By my foul man, it muſt be either you or I; 
Wea enema etioums: 
This ſaid, the poor Tinker he fell to the ground, 


r | 


— wares. — The King t: tom aid, 
— to 
— — 
D is John of the vale, 
. Fil honour you bere ; 

] make-you a knight of three-hundred a- year. 


Then foo tote chat hows fn for with ped 
pleafure and paſtime there ſean, 


ne: 


| 
4 
] 
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E 
by 
H 
1 
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A 
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H 
A 


t 
An 
w 


My 


But 
Th. 
Let 
An 


0 


8 


Her 


| Tg natur d, and full of 


e and für, 
n ie and my hair; e 
Roſe, violet, r 


He kneel & my feet oder {= 
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LET 


Around the tall May-pole he dances o e. 

And fonnets of love my dear boy ca . 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wile, and 

Elis looks are ſo kind, end his killes fo fwecty 
And @ honuy, . 5 


At eve“; when'the fun faks erg in the wel. 
And May's tuneful choireſts all Kim to their neſt 
When I meet. on the green the man I love beſt, 
W 3 
And a bean, &c. 13 
ese rr wh es, 
Then come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 
an aa” both conſtant and trus, 
And taſte the fweet raptures no monarch e er knew. 


2 *. 


LL fng of my Jenny all day and all night, - 


Her looks are fo pleaſant, her are ſo bright. 


That [ always am happy when the's in my fight. | 


—— „„ „ 


On 1 
To me * love is ofc-times.expreſt ; - a nd 
Of alt ker youn lants ſhe loves me the beſt: 
— 2 ils'd, and her boſom I'v _ 


eeter than roſes in June, I proteſt. 
of. hello ulet Hoe an-the arena, * 
* 2 


like a ſyren ſhe looks like a queen, [ſeen. 
rr have e er 
1 fweet Jenny, no delay, 
Join hands with or Ks. to de ee 
Don't truſt till to morrow, be h: 3 
And gladly bes ſummons of C 
Tben love 


tall ble Jenny and Jocky ve. 


Tune, Goodnight, nts — a 


JO is he, whoever be be, 
That in his lifetime meets one true friend, 
Who cordially does f 
In words, in actions, heart, and mind: 
My kind reſpedts do not negled, 
Altho' my wealth or ſtate be fmall ; 


With a metting dexrt, — exe, 
„ beg the Lord be wi you all. 


Ky loving friends, I Eifs your hands, 
For time invites me for to move; 
On your poor ſervant lay commands, 
- Who- Wo pins et of y niche, bork 1 
1 fe pow r and mi t 28 
Gorerns the Cepths, — rain to Ell, 
To ſun and moon gives courſe of light, 
Direct, protect, defend you all. 


1. proteſt, within my breaſt, 
Naur memary Þ'1l not negleRt z 

On that record 11 lay arreſt, 
Hell's fury ſhalt not alter it. 

All I deſire of earthly bliſs, 

« Is to be freed from guilt or thrall ; | 

1 hope my God will grant me this: | oY 

ee you all * 


ee e Ke. 


5 


| CATCH, for four Voices. 
O See him 
come, ve 
6 Who dies fr the. 


r . ä 4 
ine, ding, ding, "org, ag ng, dang, bl bell, 


Hark! . 1 — 
Is come with conqueſt — 2 


Drink his health, and then-—Huzza 
Long let him Jive, boys. 


For three Voicts. - | 

E T us love, and drink our liquor, 
We ſhall ſpend our means the quicker * 

Here's to thee, kind-friend of Nicker. 


For = Veices. 
LEss them that curſe you; 


Do good to them that hate | 
And do as you'd be done to. m J 
BEZESSEEESEODGEDESRETEOUT TON 

for thre? Þ gices.. By Mr. Clarke. 


ves my Phillis has fallen, has fallen ta m a. 
Is a oy FU drink, * u drink to + 


fair. 
And the man here who * me moſt; 


Let him bid me ſay moe, Ray more, Fay more tathaz: 
toaite. F 3. 


728 nn 1 p 1” 

| ? 

the brim fult, cork brim al, beer, 
To the brim fill the conſtable, 

| To the beim. fil} the conſtable up. 


: | Fer three Voices. 
Acx, thou'rt a toper, Jack thou'rt a toper, 
. J : 100% have t' other quart; 5 
ring, ring, ring, rin rings ring, ring, 
We te to Eiber to Ger, fe faber [riog 
FTwere a ſhame to part. 
None but a cuckold, a cuckold, acuckold, a cuckold, 
Buily'd by his wife. for coming, coming, 
oming, coming, — coming, 
Coming, coming, coming late, — OY 
Im Free, Pm free, and fo are you, — 
you tao, 
can and knock, knock boldly, knock boldly, - 


knock boldly, knock boldly, | 
Theo” watchmen cry, Paſt two o clock. 


Far three Voices. * 
D the not care enough, care 
Had ſhe not cave enough of the old man? 


For ſeven long winters ſhe lifted him on. 
Bet oh! how ſhe nigl'd him, nigi'd him, nigl'd bim, 
Oh! tow the nigi's him, all the night long, 


F, or three , t.. By Mr. Milliam Lawes. 
Z wiſe men were but ſeven, 
= Ne er more ſhall-te for me 
Ilie muſes were but nite ;. | 
The wortkies three times three: 


| And threg merry * ard three merry boytz. | 


And three merry boys are we. 


. The virtues they ware ſeven, 
Aal three tl eg. —— 


e e 


; SS S<D2> IIS DD DODSDSDODS0OS 
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For three Voices, Mr. William Fllis. 

Y lady and her maid, upon a merry pin, 
M R 1 who ſhould 
wager win ; 

Je kts el then, and ſets them bolt 


upright, 
With the firlt fart the blew them out, with the. 
-  _ fecond-pave them li | 
Jn coma 7 filly on: with of N 
And blew them out, and in, and out; and in, and 
out again. 


5 an Mir. Jobs Hiitox. 


N that the ſpring hath fill'd our veins 
ith kind and active fire, 


nnr 


And every poo 
Sing we this mieth and 


merry glee, 
And Bacchus crown 1 ;—and here's to thee, 
And thou to me, and every tbirſty ſoul. 

Share ſheep that have them, cry we ſtill, 

Rut fee that none eſcape to take off. the 

That cn and an 3 e. 


oo ow Waices. By the 7 
A arm, arm, arm, for our antient foe, 
Clad in froſt and ſnow, 
Cold Wiater now a 
Here is wine and fire, on then, =_ boys; | 
This wüll Wake him retire, if he dares come.near; 
Truſt to ſack, not to ſtzb, _ | 
What though it makes you. reel; 
. — us — bottle. | 


TC 
Fir three Poicet. Mer. 9 ä 


H. ou ohſerv d the weneh in the ſtreet, 
ſcarce any hoſe, or hors to ber fect 


* 


5 


Fet he is very merry and when ſhe cries ſhe 
0 codlins, het codlins.. 
Or, have you ever ſeen, or heard, 
The mortal, with a lion tawny beard ; 


lives as merrily heart can wiſh, . 
. 1 briſh. 


"For or four — Me. ir. John Jenkins. 
—_ drink to me, n 
od then ſhall we full. well agree. 
I have lov'd the jolly tankardfull 
more; 
„ ²³ RY 
He that loves not the tankard is no honeſt man, 
And be is no right ſoldier that loves not the cann. 
Tap the cankin, toſs the cankin, 
Troll the cankin, turn the cankin< 
Hold, good fon, and fill us a freſhi ca nn, 


That we aua) quaff it round about from man to man- 


TTP 
Far three Voices. From the ſame. 
Im, pretty maidens, what ic t: ou buy? 
See-what is't you lack, if you can. find a toy 
To your mind; be. bs tind=-iew the pedizs yok. - 
ere be laces, and maſks for your faces, ; 
Coral, jet, and amber, gloves-made ob thread, 
Aad to ye for your cad;. 
And rich 1 a lady's chamber ; 
Tome and buy, tome buy, 
Eome buy: for your loving honey, 
nr ona 
 EIEfelf it you worth ur mn = 


dar 


2 A 2 r r er 


| With an innegeut ſmile then reply d the good lady, | 
| Reply'd the good lady 


35 1 


Fer four Veicer. Mr. Woodward. 
Vorn Ro = "append | 


: | were dead, 


Wou'd you get another ry good ma troy Fr : 34 
Yes, that I wou'd, Roger, I'd Royer, I'd Roger: 
Pray man do not ſtare, do not ſtare, do not ſtare f 
Yes, that I wou'd, Roper, I'd Roger, I'd Roger: 
ou'd you — me illow boiſter, 
We'd you have me hug, ot. | dear? 


Fur three Voices. 
Azx ! the bonny Chriſt-churcli 


enn Sins, fie; hk | 

They found fo w great, b Tra foe, 
And they trewl Þ merrily, merrily. 

Hark ! the firſt and ſecond bell, 

That every day, at four and ten, 


- 


Cries, Come, come, come, come to pray'rs, 


And the Verger trips before the Dean. 
Tingle, tingle, Ung, goe goes the ſmall Lell at nine, 
To call the bearers 
But the ne er a man — n 

Till be hear the mighty Tom. 


Far three Voices. Mr. Tefeph Baildon. 


87 my lord to his lady, as together they ſat, 
Shall we go to ſüpper, or do you know what ? 
You know 9 yau know what, you know what, 
You know what, you know what, you know what, 
Shall we go to ſupper, or do you know what ? 
With ag innocent ſmile then reply'd the good. lady, 
With an innocent {mile then reply d the good lady, 


„with an innocent 
Then reply d the goed lady, 


Fri three Faces. Dr... Hayes. 2 
my faireſt, how can has we! 
pa: Dx 
4 ever in 
Bewitch'd by thy nd wang and - + FF 
Tn Fm nh op to an png 
r tas oor hae 


los three hogs 2 

And whoſe three hogs 

They are John Cooks, I know! by their Tools, 
L. oy RR: 


I ſhould never kifs Jolin Cook's wi 
But as for John Cook wife, Fit fay 10 
mum: i | 


* 
. 
- - 


= 9 e a  ÞÞyY a © min O43; warms 


t * 
SLEE * 
Hogſhead was offer d to Bacchus his hrine, . 
AT was offended becaufe *twas white wins; 

Then in a erer 
Ar 


ing empty d the white wine, 
rr vt vet ry the — to ſhite in. 


 Jo-oÞ 


CHORUS. 
"27-455, Al me the. glaks, till it laughs 3 
With ale that is potent 
He that 1 
For a 


room, ſhew a room, ſhew a room, 
Here's a knot of good fellows ave come, | 
* 24 : 
With claret and with wal 
Each man to mirtþ himſelf \Slpoles, 
A ES 
Give the red noſe 
And the. . 
But the that looks blue, 
Give him a cup of ack, twilt mend his hue. 


fon 9 


Fes three Voices. 


NE | fir, by 2000 Pe Fe 
1 — new, fr, | : 
*T was you that kif&'d ons maid, 


Ted you, fir, you. 
Tin true, fir, tis true, fir, you look ſo very blue 
„Sr, Em fure you kiſa d t Fer maid, | 
Ti true fir, true. 
© fir, us fr, no, no, 19, 80, vo, fir 3 
How can you wrong me 


I did not kis the pretty maid, but I know who. 


For three Voices, Mr. Morgan. 


UoTn Jack on a time to Tom, Vl declare it, 
A ve a 1 ſhould fuddle our noſes with 
Says Tom, Ie will do youmore harm than you think : 


Fie on you rr 
1 wine, here's to ook ue cot 
Tom ptetends not to drink 3 pray 


For three Fei vices. My Bailden. 


Dau catch'd Eve by the furbelow, 
Adam catch'd Eve by the furbelow, 
And that's the oldeſt catch I know, 
And that's the oldeſt catch l know, 
And that's the oldeſt catch I know: 
Oh! ho? did he fo, did he fo, did he fo, 


Ferret Voices. 
JAzx! Ha , Harry, Hark ! Harry, tis late | 
Come et us be gone 4 
For Weſtminſter Tom, by wy td, Grihes ene. 
a 5; , fo, apt thou 5 
Honeſt * es PP 
= Abd Jet ure th A — 


PF iT ger o 


& 


es 


Tu mend them all-—with a tink, terry tink, 


, piſh—piſh—piſh—piſh— 
EE 


For aloe Voices, Mr. Edmund Netham. 


H He feamer but rweny, th? erke year 
He ſeemeth but twenty, 


How nimble the bee that [old 
And gathereth honey within ad pr without! 

But, men without money, 

And bees without honey, 
Are nathing better than drones, 


Far three Voices. Ry the ſame. 


Hen you any work for a tinker, miſtreſs! 
Old braſs, old pots, or kettles, | 


And never hurt your mettles. 
Firſt let me have but a touch of your ale, 
"Twill ſteel me againſt cold weather, 
nn 
But of 1 * ale, 
ale, na 
I would I had bod 


For I am old, and very very cold, 
And never wear a j 


— fer three 3 Mr. # = ""þ | 
Ha- Nos 196 BOY the body of all fours, 


Who ſpent his money, pawn'd 0 
Spent his — pawn'd his clothes; 


NN NN 


*Tis Higheſt, Loweſt, jack and the game. 
2252 EN 
Caen. Nine in One. 


Er's have a for Cook's ſoul, 
E For on very honeſt man, an honeſt 
Let's have a peal, * a Cman. 
94 


t $50 J 
Eren of Carcutzs, for three Voicer. Marella. | 


Acx,. thou'rt a come, come, come, come, | 
4 Quce more Jack thou' rt encore, 
| Encore, encore, Once more. 
Jack, thou'rt—T can't, Ican'tgetin, I can't get in, 
' Tean't get in, | can't get in: 
oy oe TIE IR 
>, Rap, who goes, who goes the laſt ? 
| long, you're much too faſt, too faſt: 
I bei "15 very plain,” "tis very plain, 
very plain. tis very plain; 
dor H orice, now once again. | | . 
br. + ou're quite too low: | 
id. Loid, you're now too flow: 
Ol itay, you'ce got too high. you mon wok. 
Yuu're got. too high, you're got too high: 
Good far, pray let me try. 


©SOSOS02A04000S6S58 


Ax lntsn Sox G. 


THERE was a wedding in Ballanemore, 
And there was aß hundred lacking fourſcore: 
You e welcome, gentle men, welcome ail <p 
Welcome Gramachrie, welcome my. 


ie Macharrel, that pretty young man, 

e came to-the wedding with his long-tail'd garran. 
Tou re welcome, &c. 

Potatoes and 


are good meat for 
— Bride 


men, 
have kill'd a fat hen. 
_— &c. 
Upon the table was many a 
Brackly, A and ſtinking talt ſh. 
Ten re welcome, &c. 
22 | 
2 Tea?re wairee, &c. 
When begun to pull off her 
— not come nigh ber for the ſi. eil ofher toex, 
3 welcome, c. 
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Tis the cuſtom of the country when the bride goer 


o bed, 
She pulls of er ſimock, and lays vader her head. 
on re welcome, &c. 
nne 
pra to St. Patrick A of T 
8 * &:. 


Then let's 1 


And dance with the laſſes until it be day, 

Toa re welcome, Ste, 
GER, for two Voices. Mr. Arnold. 

SIC, how pow'rful is thy charm, 

That can the fierceſt rage diſarm: 

Calm 8 

Aud lull ev'n jeal and ull ev' jealouſy, 

42 lt n f 18 88 

For Muſic is the voice of love, 

And doth awake the Spheres above; 

With am' rous thoughts the ſoul inſpire, 

And kindle up a warlike fire. 


Sad Orpheus, thro” a a dreary coaſt, 
Was ſeeking for his conſort loſt ; 
His muſic drew his ghoſts along, 


And furies liſten'd to his ſong. 


His fong could Charon's rage diſarm, 
Aud Pluto and his confort charm ; 
He likewiſe, with his tuneful lyre, 
Cou'd rocks remove, and ſtones inſpire. 
Dunz Joiry Vicar, for four Voices. Rogers. 
OD OL be ths hope tay. 


laffes and ; 
Nr e, 
| Our learned Vicar we'll tay. 


G g 2 


1 
. 


ff 


EN. 1 
merrily, hey, 


ſwim ; 


A 
For veril — a 4 
Our Vicar this day I 
The ſtew'd cock ſhall crow, Ceck-a-doodle-do; 
Aloud Cock-a-doodle ſhall crow: 


Tus duck, and the drake, ſhall fwim in a lake 
Of onions and claret below. 


We'll labour and toil, to fertile the ſoit, 
e 

We'll fall to the get children enough, 
And thou ſhalt — © Vices: | 


Grze, for three Voices. Signor Palma. 


WR 
Ah me, what meant my threbbing breaſt * 
Sa ſoft Confuſion, art thou love? : 
"i 

love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With ſmiles the 
Ru ſmiles firſt create ; 
tho” you cannot love again, 

In pity, ab, forbear to hate. 


* Hen Men He Cm Hmm Hmm Umm Mmm Hmm IK 
RM, arm, the gen rous Britons 
Lat = love open, or bet mo dhe: 


Nuss wine and women are Oey 
The ſource. of all our Joys, ; 
S waa hora pi 


And beauty never cloys. 


Wits end wins, . 


Are bleſſings night and day. 


Drink a health te love and — 
May they long in triumph reign. 
1 
One R 


oper aud Nell. come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad.with his laſs hither come, | 

With ſinging ard dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate * 2 Home. . 
*Fis Ceres lay; to holiday, | 

Te celebrate Herve Wc Harveſt Home, . 

To celebrate Harveſt Home | 


Our labour is ober, our barns, in full ſtore; 

Now fwell' with rich gifts of the land; 

Let each man then take; for his prong and his rake, , 

His cann and his laſs in his hand: 
For Ceres, c. 


No courtier can be ſo happy as ne. 
In innocence, paſtime, and mi th, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweetheart or ſpouſe . 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the carth: 

| When Ceres, r 


214144151 
Tune, Old Sir * the King. 

E failor that croſſes the depth, 

And thinks to get money there Fo 


Meſt keep up his ſents from falling 
Both Cupid and Venus defy : 


363 
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And drink a good health to the King, 
For we have. ng. that will ſcold, 
We can both borrow and lend: 
Then we will live bachelors till we are old; 

And our galloping never ſhall end. 
aratatatatstatatatat 
| DICK Wiss. 
Pr 
Not a pipe, nor a tun, but an ocean of wine; 
With a 1 mann'd with fuch hearty 

— | RY 
Who ne'er left a tavern for a paultry ale-houſe. 


Let the ſkip ſpring a leak to let in the tipple, 

any or | to fave ſhip or people; 

do that each jally lad may ever be bound, 

Fo drink, to drink, to drink, or be drown'd.. 

When death does prevail, it is my deſign, 

To be nobly entomb'd in a wave of good wine: 

So that: lieing or dead, both body and ſpirit 
May, fihut. roand this world in an ocean of claret. 


D 


vY 
wo 


23 


Confuſion to thoſe, who, 


- 
- 


vorSvbownririvcrcy 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS, 
IN FOUR CLASSES. 


CLASS I. | 

AT our repreſentatives ſtrenuouſly defend what they 

have wiſely reſolved. 

May freemen never more be couſider'd as property to be 
led to market. 

May he who: bas neither wife, miſtreſs, or eftate in Scot- 
land, never have any ſhare in the government of it. 
Diſappointment te theſe who barter the cauſe of their | 

country for oftentation or ſordid gain 
May the enemies of Scotiand- CES Godendd ure 
of z. or if they de, be clivaked with the firſt bit. | 
The honeſt patriot and unbiaſſed Scotſman. 
Succeſs to the royal army. 
Al geatlemen. who wear Seots cloth. 
A cobweb pair of breeches; a porcupine ſaddle :; a hard 
_ trotting horſe;; and a loug journey to the enemies of 


their country. 
wearing the maſk of Patriotiſm, 
— — 
trial. 
The fteady friends of Scotland.. 
That prudence, moderation, and an invariable attention 
to the public good, may cement the. Members of Par- 
lament 
May the friends of Scotlandeever have acceſ* te the throne. 
May c 
Ly bal | 
Long corns and fliort ſhoes to all the enemies of Scotland. 
Honour and. influence: to the public-ſpicited. Patrons of 
- Trade. 
Contempt: to-thoſe who rut in foreign foppery, to the- 
deſtructios of the trade and manufactures of Scotland. 
Rerpetual diſappoiutment to the enemies of their eountry. 
A fpecdy export to all the enemies of Scotland, without: 
a drawback:.. 
The honeſt North-country Smith, who refuſcd to he for 
the man who voted againſt his 


ceuntry. 
Union, tability,. and fidelity, among the ſons of Liberty 


Dey, Property, and no Eatife.. 


- 
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May we be always able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, who, by x 
Ready and uniform adherence to their duty, diſtinguith | 
themſol ves. 
An true hearts and ſound bottoms. 
May our conſcience be ſound, .though our fortune bs. 
rotten. 
May power be influenced only by juftice. 
May he who wants alfa want friends. 3 
May authority be amiable, without debaſing its dignity, 
May we be faves to nothing but our duty, and friends 


May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, but 
always deſerve it from pubhe fpirit. 

SIA ſet-our friend to fale, or our conſcience 
re 

May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit rather than money. 

1 9 to eſtubl in our. 


15 we be incerruptite by intereft, and uninfluenced by. 


power. 
May all great men be geod, and all good men great. 
The man who dares be hone in the worſt of times. 
The te ftrangers at Court, Honour and Honeſty. | 
May no coward wear 2 red coat, nor ne hypocrite a black. 
May thoſe — > ++ and 
deferve it by their goed behaviour. 
May hemp hiad-him-whom henour can't. 


CLASS I: 
MP Y we never ſpeak to deceive, or liſten to betray. 
May we never know farrew but by the name. | 

Comfort te thoſe in diſtreſs. 

Way our endeavours be always fuceefsful when engaged 

under the baaner. of juſtice. 

May we, as Chriſtians, be zealous without uacharitable=: 
neſ-;—as ſubjects, loyal without ſervility ;-—and, as 
aitinens, fres without faction. 

Hay our virtues be rather the effects of Religion than the 

gifts of Nature. | 

May ability fer doing good be cqualled-by inclination. 

Hay our benevolence be bounded only by our fortuffe. 

y fartune be. always attendant on virtue. 

y religioa. never be a cloak for guilt. - 


Ivy we never Foeve 3 tradefinen out of his duets on &: 
ceeulons girl ant of her virtue. 
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. Glangh over vec ans 


hypocriſy. 
May one hearts have, for texants, Truth, Candour, ang 


Pleaſures here, and happineſs hereafter. 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on refleQion. 
May temporal concerns never break in upon ſpiritual duty; 
May we never taſte me bitter apples of afliction. 

May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May we always be able to rei the aſſaults of proſperity 


| adverſity. 

May ee bee e nee 
in 

May genius and merit never want a friend. 

May the wings of Extravagancy be clipp's by the ſhears 
of Economy. 

May the evening's diverſion bear the morning's refleQion. 

May we always have a friend, and know his value. 

May candour and honeſty be our governing principles. 

May temptation never conquer virtue. 

May virtue always prove vifttorious. 

May eur life, ſpent in ads of virtue, be finiſhed by death, 

| 2 land by > mamery 

fall of honour. 


| CLASS IL 


Ark hat love exn give, or fenibility enjoy 

May he that made the devil take us all. | 

May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give him. 

The harveſt of life ; love, wit, and good humour. 
Health and ſucceſs to the Bucks of Edinburgh. 
May all true hearts never want : Gilling, 5nd 3 go08 
bedfellew. 

May all honeft fouls find a friend in need. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

Every man his right, and every rogue a halter. 

The merry piper ho dies at the end. of his jig. 

Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

May the fingle be married, and the married happy. 
Days of eaſe and nights of pleafure. 

The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 

A ahead to earn and a heart to fpend. 

The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 

r 

A ſafe voyage to Marryland.. 


Ss 


1 1 
Liberty of the preſs, and a favourite volume in etz. 
2 W; een, Wit, and Wine. 
induftry, and leſs vanity, to the people of Scotland. 
Health of body, peace ef mind, a clean ſhirt, and a guinea. 


Delicate pleaſure to ſueceptible minds. 


Condeſcenſion to the Ladies, and ſtanding honour to the 


__ Gentlemen. 
Thoſe who love pleafure, and contribute to it. 
G ood-luck till we are tired of it. 
Senſe to win 2 heart, and merit to keep it: 
May Providence unite the hearts that love. 
Community, Unity, Navigation, and Trade. - 
More friends, and lefs need of them. 
May we always be bleſt with what we like beft. 
May the honeft heart never feel diſtreſs. 
Sunſhine and goot-humour all the world over. 
Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 
Succeſs to the Ladies in all their undertakings. 
Tour love and mine, and the friends of the company. 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. .. 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure te our tafte. 
Health, Joy, and mutual Love. 
Conftancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip: 
Friendſhip, without intereſt, and lave — rect 
May we be loved by- thoſe whom we love. 
Decent economy, and frugality without meanneſs. 
6 ns 
; 8-ballaſt of ſtones. 
The key that lets the man in and-the maid out. - 
Love with out Tear, 
Money to bim who has fpirit to uſe it; 
And life to bim who has ceurage to loſe it. 

— 
Twilight, 2 bower, and a moſſy bed, 


6s A willing wench, and a maideahead. 


May each married Lady preſerve her good-man ;* ; 
And young Ladies zet huſbands as ſoon as they can . 
Health to the fick; honour to the brave; 3 
Succeſs to the over; and freedom to the flave-- 


. 
—_ 


enen. 
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May Reaſon be the pilot, where Pages lows the ue 
And Prudence the cockfwain, when Love fille the ſail. 


i 
May ev'ry day be happier than the paſt; 
And ev'ry hour merrier than the laſt. 
Horſes ſtrong; foxes plenty; 
Men ftout, and women healthy. 


Health, love, and ready rin, 
Te all thoſe whom you and I know. 


The Centry, who ̃ at the cook-pit command, 
And naked at midnight - uncover'd will ftand. 


A milk white kin, without perfame er ſmell ; 
e 


"HE King, The beggar's bennifon. 
The Royal family. Gaiety and innocence. 
The friends of government. x The road to a chriſtening. 


Life, leve, and liberty. The naked truth. 
The Land of Cakes. The Royal-Arch. 
Love and Friendſhip. { The ftaf of life. 
Peace and Pleuty. our firſt cravat. 


Every honeft man hivown. I The loſing gameſters 
Patience in adv $ What charms, arms, and 
Tas, 


Abſent friends. | 

Health and Competency. | Tie magical monofyllab'-. 

Love and opportunity. The female economiſt. 
Love for love The mother of all ſaints. 


2 The road to a Lady's heart. 


. > 


CLASS IV. 


A ARON thus proper'd to Moſes, 

Come let us fuddte, fuddle our neſes : 

Moſes reply'd again to Aaron, 

will do us more harm than you're aware on; 
Wine has a celeſtial charm in't, 

Therefore there can be no harm in't; 

If you wou'd be Aaron's brother, 

Then whip of this bottle, and call for another. 


19 ] 
Remenader, Lads, life's but a ſummer's ſbort day; 
Then, while our youth fhinexs, let us joyful make hay: 
Joy is all we live for, let's equally fhare it, 
Here's the harveſt of life, Love, Wit, and good Claret, | 


Once in our lives, let us drink to our wives, 
The? their number be but ſmall; | 

Heaven take the beſt, and the devil take the reft, 
And fo we ſhall get rid of wem all. 

Te this hearty with, let each man take his diſh, 
And drink rink till be fail. 


„ Friend, drink to thee, Friend, 

s this Friend drank to me Friend; 
And as this Frieud chrged me. Friend, 
That I hould drink te thee, Friend; 

Friend, charge thee, Friend, 

at — Friend, drink to that Friend: 
Ard the longer that we driak, Friends, 
The merrier we ſhall be, Friends. 


—— —-— 


ng — with —— 
Let none at the cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſore: | 
Nu up the mighty, ſparkling bowl, 
 Thatev'ry true and loyal foul 
. 
© To ſuppert our pleaſure. | | 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
. Guardian-to our pleaſure, 
That, under thy protection, we 

May enjoy new pleafure:- - 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their Ray, 


And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 


